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KNIGHT OF THE BLACK FOREST. 



CHAPTER I. 

" r I ^HIS way, ladees, this way. Stick close 
X to the man what speaks ; always stick 
close to the men." And the large, gray-haired, 
red-faced, eminently respectable German cou- 
rier made a dash at the farthest off of his party 
of three, pulling her back in front of a crowd of 
strangers who were following a droning old 
monk around the Cologne Cathedral. 

" What 's the use ? I can't understand a 
word," said the young lady with a pout. " He 
speaks such queer German, Let s go." 

" My dear Betty, Kreuzner says we must go 
through the choir first." 

" But I *m tired, Aunt Sarah. I 11 sit down 
and wait." 
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2 THE KNIGHT OF THE BLACK FOREST. 

'* May she, Kreuzner ? She 's so tired, you 
see. We 've been at it so long," said the lady, 
turning deprecatingly to the courier. 

" Yes, yes, we '11 go," the amiable old man 
responded with alacrity. " There s nothing 
more here but windows. You don't need see 
those. Every church has windows. It 's all the 
same. This way, ladees, this way." 

And, putting a silver piece in the guides 
hand, Kreuzner hustled off his party to another 
door, paid something again, feed another monk, 
and pushed Aunt Sarah inside. 

" Now quick, ladees. Ten minutes to the 
skulls, then twenty minutes to St. Ursula, one 
half-hour for the city, and I have ordered dinner 
for six o'clock at the hotel." 

" What a treasure he is ! " murmured Aunt 
Sarah, straightening the mantilla which he had 
somewhat displaced in his zeal to shove her in 
ahead of another party. " How could we ever 
get along without him ? Whose skulls did you 
say these were, Lois ? " 

" The three wise men who went to sea in a 
bowl," put in Betty, impatiently. " Nasty 
things. Let 's go." 
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THE KNIGHT OF THE BLACK FOREST. 3 

" My dear," rejoined the elder lady, " what 
is the use of being abroad if you can't bear 
fatigue ? That 's what we came for. I 'm sure 
I 'm ready to drop, but Kreuzner said we must 
comeMn here, and certainly the skulls are very 
remarkable, very remarkable indeed ; only I 
should think they would have been larger for 
wise men, to have held more brains, you know." 

" Come, ladees, come," warned Kreuzner 
without. "The time shortens. The dinner 
will be cold." 

" Excellent man ! so attentive — so thought- 
ful ! " sighed the lady, and followed obediently 
as he rapidly led the way, her two young nieces 
lagging along after her. 

" I would like never to see another church, 
or another gallery, or another any thing so long 
as I live," pouted Betty, springing into the car- 
riage. " Lois, for heaven's sake say you 're 
sick of it all too, at last. Have n't you had 
enough yet, you insatiable creature ? " 

" Zum Teufel ! " growled Kreuzner to a small 
lame boy who limped up to shut the carriage- 
door. " I never allow nobody to wait on my 
ladees except myself. The beggars, they make 
great show to be polite, all to get the pennies. 
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4 THE KNIGHT OF THE BLACK FOREST. 

But I never allow my parties to be swindled. 
No, never. I know too much. Now, ladees, St. 
Ursula. Vorwarts ! " 

He shut the carriage-door. Aunt Sarah wrin- 
kled her high, pale forehead in a vain effort to 
remember who St. Ursula was ; Lois leaned for- 
ward to catch a last glimpse of the cathedral, and 
Betty shut her bright eyes almost with a snap. 

"I would give up the eleven thousand virgins 
and the whole of Europe to boot/' she said, 
" for one single moonlight night on our piazza 
at home, and one decent-looking young man 
to -talk with." . 

" My love, my love ! " expostulated Aunt 
Sarah in spinsterly horror. 

" Never mind, Betty dear," laughed Lois, 
softly. " Wait just till we get to the Black For- 
est, and there surely we 11 find you a knight." 

" Halt ! " shouted Kreuzner. He jumped 
down, darted into a shop, and in a moment 
darted back again, and thrust a great wooden 
box into the carriage: " Eau de Cologne, ladees, 
the veritable ; one dozen bottle. I know what 
the ladees like, and I always get the best. 
Vorwarts ! The dinner will be cold." 

And the carriage rolled noisily along. 
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CHAPTER II. 

WHICH way? How far? Where 's 
my umbrelly ? Who 's got my 
bag ? " 

Aunt Sarah was flustered and bewildered to 
the last degree. . 

" This way, ladees, this way. Never give 
yourself no care for the luggage. I attend, 
every thing. I never lose nothing. I have all 
the bags." 

And the disencumbered courier waved grand- 
ly toward the porter shuffling on ahead with 
the hand-baggage, like a living truck. 

" I have every thing/' 

" Where do we get out ? Where do we 
change ? How far do we go to-day ? " panted 
the poor lady, hurrying after him in terror lest 
she miss the train. 

" Leave every thing to me, ladee. I tell you 
5 
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6 THE KNIGHT OE THE BLACK FOREST. 

all what 's right. I never make no mistakes. 
I come for you when the train stops. The 
guard will keep the carriage for you. Nobody 
shall come in to bother you." 

Bang went the carriage-door, click the out- 
side bolt, the guard pocketed his bribe, touched 
his cap, and briskly walked off two young 
gentlemen who were about entering the same 
compartment. 

Betty sprang to the window to look after 
them. 

" Oh, Lois, is n't it a shame ! What fun it 
would have been to have them in here! I 
wish Kreuzner were dead. I have n't seen 
such good-looking men since we landed. Look 
at him, — no, the outside one, I mean. See' 
how his clothes fit ! " 

The whistle shrieked and the train started. 
Betty drew in her pretty head with a sigh. 

" Such a fool as Kreuzner is. He might 
know enough to shut old women out and let 
young men in, particularly the handsome ones. 
Yes, yes, Lois, I m seeing all there is to see. 
If you point out another thing for me to look 
at, I shall go raving mad." 
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THE KNIGHT OF THE BLACK FOREST J 

" My dear child, what an improper spirit for 
travel/' said Aunt Sarah, just beginning to re- 
cover from her general bewilderment. " You 
must remember people come abroad to see 
things, not to enjoy themselves. What will 
your father say when I take you back to him ? 
You don't realize your advantages at all. You 
should make the most of your opportunities." 

" So I would but for old Kreuzner," retorted 
Betty. 

Lois glanced up with faint disapproval on her 
sweet face, Betty shrugged her shoulders, and 
Aunt Sarah set herself to looking over some 
papers. 

" I don't understand," she said helplessly. 
" Travelling is much more expensive than 
Judge Estabrook said it would be. There were 
seven in his party besides the baby, and he 
did n't make out to spend near so much as we 
do. And Kreuzner says I should be swindled 
at every turn but for him. Dear me, how fool- 
ish women are ever to travel alone." 

" Why did n't he take us to the Hdtel du 
Nord at Cologne the other night ? " asked 
Betty, sulkily. " You told him to, and we might 
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8 THE KNIGHT OF THE BLACK FOREST. 

have met the Wilsons there. They were to 
pass through this week." 

" Kreuzner said the other was his hotel, so of 
course we had to go there. But we certainly 
were very comfortable, though the bills were 
high, and I don't think we needed bouquets in 
all the rooms. But Kreuzner says we could n't 
spend a cent less, and you know what a fuss he 
made over that extra candle they charged for. 
He called the waiter a liar, and a cheat, and a 
thief, and a great many names ,1 never heard 
before, and stormed so I was obliged to stop 
him, though I really don't think the waiter had 
any thing to do with it, or understood English, 
and that probably was why it was. n't taken off 
the bill after all. But Kreuzner 's an invaluable 
creature, and, I 'm persuaded, saves us a mint 
of money. How can women travel without a 
courier ! " 

It must be acknowledged, whatever were or 
were not his other excellences, Kreuzner saw 
after his party thoroughly. He appeared faith- 
fully at every station, bringing with him now 
" The Queen " for Aunt Sarah, a pictorial paper 
for Betty, and for Lois a haphazard novel or a 
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map of the town they were passing through, 
now a basket of railroady fruit, and now a glass 
of beer, which, as nobody wanted it, he was 
-reluctantly obliged to drink himself to save it, 
though he much preferred water, he said. Aunt 
Sarah was delighted with him. 

" Such an honest, sober, faithful fellow ! How 
he does forestall our wants! Though, to be 
sure, we must n't read in the cars. It is bad for 
the eyes. But what a blessing that we have 
stumbled on such a treasure." 

Shriek, shriek, from the engine. 

" Heidelberg ! " called Lois, excitedly, " O 
Betty, do see if the castle- is n't on your side ! " 

" Ye-es, I think so — I don't know/' replied 
Betty, absently. " There s something mussy 
and queer-looking up on the hill. Perhaps 
that s it. Oh, there are those young men 
walking tip and down. Let 's get out too. 
Guard, guard, open the door ! " 

" How I should like to see the castle! " sighed 
Lois. " Why can't we stop here over night ? " 

" Is n't there a college here too?" cried Betty, 
visions of innumerable students floating through 
her airy brain. "A great big college? Oh, 
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10 THE KNIGHT 0E THE BLACK FOREST. 

auntie, there s a dear, do let 's stay over here, 
may n't we ? " 

The two young gentlemen passing cast openly 
admiring glances at the two pretty American 
faces, and Betty slightly tilted back her little 
jaunty travelling hat, so as to bring into sight 
the becoming rings of dark hair across her 
forehead, and pleaded the more ardently. Aunt 
Sarah was quite ready to stay. She always 
wanted to oblige everybody. Besides, she was 
tired. But Kreuzner would not allow it. It 
would be less trouble to go on, he assured 
them ; he always did what was the least trouble 
for his parties. " His ladees should never have 
no trouble at all. They should stop at Carls- 
ruhe." And he marshalled them straight back 
into their carriage andrshut them in with the 
most gracious affability, and bought them all 
bouquets from the little dwarf flower-woman, 
who is an old-time landmark of the Heidelberg 
station, though not mentioned in Baedeker. He 
also got them a bag of sausages, thinking they 
might be hungry, and had just time left to dash 
across the lines to a stand and fly back with 
three pairs of blue-glass spectacles, which he 
flung into their laps. 
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" Goot for the eyes. You must have them. 
I always know what 's goot for everybody. 
Only five marks apiece. I always gets things 
sheap. That 's my duty." 

"Horrid things!" exclaimed Betty, as he 
withdrew, pushing them scornfully away. " I 
would n't wear them for a thousand marks ! " 

Lois' pair was broken. She held them up 
with a laugh. 

" That s too bad," said Aunt Sarah. " Poor 
Kreuzner will feel dreadfully to think he was 
cheated in them. We must n't tell him. And 
how nice of him to think of them. I never 
should have known I wanted them." 

And she put her own pair contentedly on her 
nose, and wore them there all the day long, 
leaning back with clfcsed eyes in her shady 
corner, and musing alternately over the amazing 
costliness of foreign travel and the immense 
advantages of having so inestimable a courier. 
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CHAPTER III. 

IT was a lovely summer afternoon in the 
Black Forest. Betty and Lois sat on a bal- 
cony opening out from their pretty parlor in 
the one hotel which constitutes the whole of 
Rippolds Au. Betty was scowling. Lois sat 
looking dreamily off into the dark pine-woods 
that stood up so straight and dense against the 
bright blue of the heavens, while the air, laden 
with resinous odors, swept over her, cool, de- 
licious, and life-giving, as only mountain breezes 
can be. 

" Is n't it all exquisite !" she said, almost be- 
neath her breath, lifting a little bunch of blue- 
bells lovingly to her face. "The skies, the 
woods, the flowers! I never dreamed of such 
a place as Rippolds Au." 

" Nor I," said Betty, shortly, pulling down her 
broad shade-hat with a sulky jerk. I Ve had 
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lots of nightmares^ but this is the biggest one 
yet I hate it" 

" Oh, Betty!" said Lois. "Oh, Betty! " % 

" I .do," continued Betty, defiantly. " It s 
dull, its slow, it 's tiresome beyond endurance. 
I hate it all. I don't see how girls rave so over 
coming to Europe. But probably those are the 
ones who travel in jolly parties, with lots of men 
mixed in, you know. They have n't been shipped 
over here with just an aunt and one girl cousin 
rabid on sight-seeing." 

" But, Betty, you so wanted to come, too, 
when Dr. Ford suggested these baths, and you 
heard that Aunt Sarah had decided to bring 
me,- 1 - dear, kind Aunt Sarah! Don't you re- 
member how you said orphans were always in 
luck, and how you teased and teased Uncle Ben 
to let you join us ? " 

"Then I was a fool, that 's all. I thought it 
would be like Saratoga, or Newport, or Sharon, 
perhaps, or any thing but this. All the sight- 
seeing on the way here was bad enough, you 
were so bent on going everywhere ; but this 
little horrid out-of-the-way hole is too much. 
It would take a freshly graduated saint to put 
up with it" 
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Lois looked at her cousin with gentle blue 
eyes, full of dismayed wonder. 

" But it is so beautiful here, Betty. In all my 
dreams of the Black Forest, I never conceived 
quite this. I could stay here months and not 
tire of it." 

" Oh, you / " said Betty, with a fine mingling 
of scorn and pity in her voice. " But I 'm 
different, and my patience is about used up. I 
have n't seen a man to speak to since we left the 
steamer. To be sure, I had a jolly enough time 
there, had n't I ? George Wilson was no end of 
fun, and Mr. Harper and Mr. Atherton were n't 
bad at all ; and even the purser did quite well 
when there was nobody else." And Betty 
brightened and dimpled at the bare recollection 
of those halcyon days. " But here ! why, there 's 
not a young man in the place, not otie. You 
can't count that awful jager as anybody, and 
that rather nice-looking young man in the gray 
suit went away this morning ; besides, we 
did n't know him anyway. How we are to get 
through six weeks of it I don't see. We Ve 
been here nine days to-morrow, nine awful 
days, and nine more will kill me out and out. 
Your getting strong is being the death of me." 
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There was something very comical in the 
vehemence of the young girl's ennui, but Lois 
did not see its ludicrousness. 

" Betty, dear," she said penitently, as if all 
the blame were hers, " I 'm so sorry. But per- 
haps something will happen to make it nice for 
you. Somebody may come." 

" Yes, of course, somebody will. These 
wrinkled old horrors will shuffle off, and another 
ugly old set will step into their shoes. I never 
imagined the Black Forest was like this. I 
fancied it was full of hunters and students and 
princes travelling incognito, and that one ran 
into a good-looking man at every other step. I 
had an idea it was girls that were scarce here. 
I never would have come a step if I had known. 
I wish I could go back." 

" I almost wish I wanted to go home, too," 
said Lois with a sigh. " But it all affects me so 
differently. It seems as if my dreams of coming 
to Europe had been so much more than realized 
everywhere. And now, perhaps it is wicked, 
but I feel as if I could n't ever go back, as if I 
could never bear to live in humdrum, common- 
place Troy, and take up the old life there again. 
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I would like to live all my life over here, every 
bit of it, wandering through these cathedrals 
and galleries and wonders that bore you so, or 
living in some one of these weird castles on the 
Rhine, or just staying here, right here, forever, 
in this very heart of Fairy-land." 

" Rather rough on Ned Prentiss, is n't it ? " 
asked Betty, shortly. 

A quick blush overspread Lois' delicate 
blonde face. 

" That is worst of all, Betty. I don't think I 
could do it now, — marry him/' Her voice was 
very low and ashamed. " He 's ever so good, I 
know, but — he 's not a knight to dream about, 
Betty. I don't mean I want a prince in disguise 
to come galloping through these woods to woo 
me with sword and with song as they do in the 
story-books. But to marry just a manufacturer, 
the head of a cotton-mill! — how it does sound, 
Betty ! " 

" It sounds rich. And so he is. I wish we 
were too, — don't you ? Not just comfortably 
off, you know, but really rich. And what 
earthly thing has a man's business to do with 
it, anywav? You don't marry the business, 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE KNIGHT OF THE BLACK FOREST. 1 7 

but the man. You did n't complain of it in 
Troy when he began to be so attentive. What 
makes you now ? Besides, maybe he '11 forget 
you. He has n't offered himself by letter since 
we left, has he ? " 

Lois flushed again. 

I s No, oh no ! Perhaps he never will. Only 
he said he might come over this summer ; and 
it 's strange, but I don't want to see him now. 
I 've grown miles away from him in these few 
months. I could n't see any thing in him any 
more, but just his commonplaceness, and his 
homeliness, and his blunt ways and words. I 
did n't mind that much before. He was like 
everybody else, and fitted very well into my 
old life. But — oh, think of him in one of these 
aristocratic old castles, Betty ; think of him over 
here in this world of polish and finish and 
exquisite refinement ! " 

" Exquisite refinement ! " echoed Betty. 
" We don't see much of that just here, it strikes 
me. Did you take in your neighbor at table 
to-day ? Good gracious, how she hacked away 
at her mouth with her knife ! " 

"I was n't thinking of these people here," 
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answered Lois, hastily. "What have they to 
do with us? We don't know them. But I 
mean, if he were here now after I have learned 
to know better, after I have seen so much, he 
would grate on me horribly, and every time he 
laughed that hearty laugh of his I should feel as 
if I wanted to run away and hide myself deep in 
the forest." 

" Well, Ned never was handsome, Lois, if you 
care for that. And, to be sure, he would n't" 
show up well as a knight in armor. He would 
look stubby in it, most likely, and how his sword 
would trip him up ! I think I see him falling 
flat on that amiable little short nose of his, and 
then begging your pardon with all his good kind 
heart for having annoyed you by falling. But a 
man 's a man, Lois ; and after all, what can you 
ask of any one more than that, just to be a man 
and not a woman ? If he were only here now, 
he would be worth all the rest of Europe to me, 
— and to you, too, which would be more to the 
point in his case." 

" No, never, never ! " cried Lois, with un- 
wonted energy. " I fancied I liked him before 
I left home ; but, thank Heaven, I am not en- 
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gaged to him, for I know now that I never could 
be — never." 

Betty yawned openly. Why should she put 
up her hand to hide it ? There were only two 
old men strolling by below in company with the 
doctor (an old man too), and a knot of stupid 
women beyond doing everlasting knitting- work ; 
it did not matter if they saw the unbecoming 
grimace. 

But as she glanced down, suddenly her whole 
appearance changed. She leaned eagerly 
forward. New light came into her eyes ; new 
life into her voice. 

" Lois, Lois," she whispered, " oh, do look ! 
A young man ! absolutely ! And a handsome 
one — an aristocratic one ! The prince in dis- 
guise, I do believe. Actually the knight at last, 
the knight of the Black Forest! " 

Lois bent forward too, interested at once. 

"Why, Betty, who can it be? Where do 
you suppose he comes from ? " 

" He s walked here from somewhere ; don't 
you see his knapsack? Oh, perhaps, he 's 
only passing through ; perhaps* he is n't go- 
ing to stay ! Lois, what shall we do if he goes 
off!" 
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" He 's going to stay awhile, anyhow ; he s 
taking off his knapsack. He 's sitting down at 
one of those little tables and calling a waiter. 
What is he going to order ? — beer ? " 

" Dinner." 

" No, coffee/' 

" Oh, Lois, I do hope it '11 be dinner. That 11 
keep him here so much longer." 

" There, Betty, I was right. It 's only 
coffee." 

" See him look round. I wish he would look 
up here. Move your chair a little farther along, 
Lois. Pshaw ! why could n't you drag it and 
make a noise? Say, don't you believe he 's 
somebody ? " 

" I wonder if he lives in a castle ? " mur- 
mured Lois. 

" I wonder if he speaks English ? that 's 
vastly more important. Does n't he look swell 
among all those dowdies? How the women 
glare at him! There 's Kreuzner lounging 
by and staring at him too. He 's too stylish 
to pass unnoticed in this crowd. He 's calling 
up the waiter again. See, he 's given him a 
card ; he 's sent him off somewhere — to the 
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post-office. Oh, look ! I've a mind to run 
down myself with a letter and try to get a peep 
at the card. Shall I ? " 

" Oh, no, Betty! don't!" 

" Well, perhaps I could n't see it. If only he 
would look up here ! " 

Betty had risen, and had pushed back her hat, 
and smoothed her long gloves, and assumed her 
prettiest pose in preparation for any possible 
upward glance. But the stranger was absorbed 
in a map which he had spread out on the table 
and seemed* to be comparing with a letter. 
Betty coughed ; indeed, was seized with quite 
a bad coughing spell. But how was he to 
know one cough from another ? It might just 
as well have been a dame of sixty wheezing 
in the too chill air, as a distractingly pretty girl 
of twenty. He did not move. 

"There 's the waiter coming back," said 
Lois, getting up too, and standing by Betty's 
side with undisguised interest. " He 's got 
a telegram. I wonder if it 's bad news ? " 

" How respectful the waiter is," said Betty, 
as with a sudden inspiration she glanced at a 
bunch of wild flowers at her belt, No, they 
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looked too pretty where they were. She could 
not take those. But Lois still held her little 
bouquet of bluebells and ferns. Betty put out 
her hand for it, apparently unconsciously, and 
absently twirled it round and round. 

" See, Lois, he *s called up Herr Goeringer ; 
he must be asking for a room. Yes, yes — 
there, see ; the waiter has his knapsack. How 
Herr Goeringer scrapes and bows. He f s 
going off with him. Lois, he must look up 
first ! One must do something to help forward 
fate. There goes. Oh, my flowers, my flow- 
ers ! " : — this last in a piteous wail of distress. 
" Herr Goeringer, please ! would you — won't 
you—" 

Of course she did not once see the young 
man" or anybody but just the corpulent, good- 
natured, crimson-faced landlord ambling to- 
ward the spot where lay her pretty bouquet, 
which had so unfortunately dropped from her 
hands to the street. And, of course, at sound 
of the raised voice — a young, sweet, foreign 
voice — the young man looked up to the bal- 
cony, where he saw a pretty enough picture to 
excuse the open stare which followed. Two 
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very pretty, very daintily dressed young ladies 
standing in the becoming glow of the after- 
noon sun — one leaning down over the railing, 
not seeing him at all, and all excitement to 
recover her lost flowers, which Herr Goerin- 
ger, in horrible English, was promising to send 
up at once ; the other, no less pretty, standing 
erect with clasped hands, and looking right at 
him with a direct yet soft and modest gaze 
that seemed to say she had seen him all along, 
and saw no harm in looking. It was only a 
moment's glance, of course ; then he passed 
by, slightly lifting his hat in courteous addition 
to Herr Goeringers sweeping salutation. 

" J a Amerikanerinen" they overheard the 
landlord saying. " Bleiben noch einige Zeit" 
And the pair disappeared. 

" Lois, Lois ! " said Betty, flushed with suc- 
cess and pleasure. " What a gallant, hand- 
some fellow ! Lois, he 'II do for the night, 
won't he ? Whose shall he be, yours or mine ? 
I saw him first." 

Lois smiled back, with a pretty, soft rose on 
her cheeks. 

" He is just one's idea of a knight, Betty, 
is n't he, so far 2s looks go ? " 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



24 THE KNIGHT OF THE BLACK FOREST 

And at this juncture Aunt Sarah appeared, 
dazed and pink-nosed from her afternoon nap, 
and told the girls Kreuzner said they should 
take a drive, and they must get ready at once, 
for they could not be out after seven, as 
Kreuzner wished to be back for his supper, 
though it was not much of any thing they pro- 
vided for him here, he said, and she had prom- 
ised him five marks a day more, so that he 
might not be really starved, poor fellow. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

" T T E 's not here," whispered Betty to her 
il cousin, as by eight o'clock the next 
morning they descended to the sloppy and not 
particularly attractive spot where the two iron 
springs conveniently bubbled up together. 
" Perhaps he 's outside. Let 's hurry. Here s 
your glass, Aunt Sarah." 
* And she reached impatiently down in front 
of a number of outstretched hands to grab a 
tumbler held up dexterously by one of the 
boys below, on the upside-down end of a long 
wooden dipper. 

" I don't think that 's my spring," said Aunt 

Sarah, dubiously. " Boy " 

" Oh, it '11 do just as well," said Betty. 
" Do drink it and be done with it. There 
can't be any difference in springs so close to- 
gether. Here, I '11 hold it for you. Don't 
wait to take off your glove." 
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And, almost choking her aunt with the 
Vater, Betty marched off her charges a£ last 
to join the promenaders in front of the music- 
stand, where the band, according to the cus- 
tom at all German springs, was just beginning 
with the choral. It was a glorious morning. 
Everybody was out walking up and down the 
road, while the doctor, standing at the top of 
the promenade, spotted his hapless victims 
'from afar with a falcon's eye, and attaching 
himself burr-like, first to one patient, then to 
another, went through the stereotyped ques- 
tions with the same deep attention and ab- 
sorbing interest in the answers. 

" Have you slept well ? Do you walk far ? 
How is your appetite ? How do you like the' 
bath ? Ach y so. Dass ist gut. J a" 

Yes, everybody was there, including the 
younger black-haired proprietor, who was 
walking radiantly by to show off the equally 
radiant young woman clinging to his arm with 
the blushing fervor of a Teutonic braut ; and 
-including Kreuzner, who (when in Rome al- 
ways going a little ahead of the Romans) had 
just taken his fourteenth glass when he stopped 
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the ladies to present each with a rose-bud, 
fresh from the porter's garden. * 

" So attentive," murmured Aunt Sarah as 
they walked on. " He must always be getting 
something for us. Remarkable, how expensive 
roses are in Germany." 

Betty fastened the flower in her dress, well 
satisfied. Her fresh toilette needed bnly that 
finishing touch, she knew. But, alas, he whom 
it was meant to captivate was the only absentee 
that bright August morning. She looked up 
the road and down the road, and faithfully 
scrutinized each of the inviting little mountain 
paths that ran down into it from the woods so 
close above ; but the tall, graceful figure, with 
the erectness imparted by early martial train- 
ing alone, was nowhere to be run to earth. 
Surely he would appear soon. It was nine 
o'clock now. Must they go in to breakfast 
and miss him so ? Never. It would be 
tempting Providence. 

Necessity is the mother of invention. 

" Aunt Sarah," said Betty, "do let 's break- 
fast out here for once on the terrace, as every 
one else does. I really think we ought to. 
It 's a shame to go in out of this fine air," 
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It had rained the night before, and the ter- 
race was damp as a sponge ; but Betty over- 
ruled any objections, and having with difficulty 
wrung consent from Kreuzner, who " could n't 
think his ladees would want to breakfast in 
that sheap way outdoors," their coffee and 
rolls were brought out to a very nicely chosen 
spot that commanded all the doors of all the 
different houses at once. 

" Is n't it lovely and fresh out here ? " said 
Betty, with excellently made-up enthusiasm. 
" What 's the use of being so exclusive and 
not doing like everybody else ? Lois, there 's 
an ant making straight for the butter. Knock 
it off, that 's a dear. Don't you like it here, 
Aunt Sarah ? " 

Aunt Sarah was not sure that she did. It 
did not seem exactly homelike to take one's 
coffee out in the street, and this proximity to 
things that crawled with legs was uncomforta- 
ble at breakfast time, while a drop of water 
trickling down from the trees upon her neck 
gave her a momentary shiver, it felt so like a 
beetle. Still she had come abroad with a 
grave understanding that that meant she was 
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to do every thing differently from what she did 
at home ; and if it was the custom of the 
country she was in to be uncomfortable, it was 
manifestly her duty to be uncomfortable too, 
else she might as well have stayed at home. 
So, though she would never have dreamed of 
breakfasting neuralgically after a rain on the 
damp ground of their back yard, in Troy, in 
full view of all their neighbor's windows, she 
said it was very nice indeed here, and smiled 
the pale' little watery smile wherewith she 
faced her brightest pleasures as well as her 
sorest woes. 

But the young man had not appeared even 
by the time breakfast was over. Betty's pa- 
tience gave out all of a sudden. 

" I won't breakfast outdoors again," she 
cried, jumping up. " It 's too stupid for be- 
lief. I wonder anybody can want to. I 'm 
positive they only furnish stale zwieback out 
here. Anyway, I Ve had enough, and I 'm 
going in." 

But by eleven o'clock, when it was again 
time to go for a glass of mineral water, her 
hopes had revived, and she tied on her be- 
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coming hat without her usual protest at the 
hardship of being asked to walk when she was 
not taking the cure. It would be sinful to 
neglect any possible chance, and of course the 
unknown knight might turn up even yet. 
And, oh luck ! there he was at the springs, 
looking handsomer and more aristocratic than 
ever. But few people were there at this hour, 
so of course he noticed the party at once, 
staring at them with continental freedom as 
they descended the steps. Lois flushed a deli- 
cate pink. Betty only bloomed the more, like 
a flower under a passing sunbeam. 

"So near and yet so far," she murmured. 
" Why could n't he have been standing at this 
side ? I must help fate on again. Hush up 
Aunt Sarah if she says any thing. I 'm going 
over there." 

" Betty ! " gasped Lois. 

" Hush," warned Betty ; and then, calmly 
saying aloud, " I believe the Josephsquelle is 
my spring," she deliberately walked around to 
the other side, so intent upon catching the eye 
of the boy below to sign for a glass, that she 
did not observe where she was going till 
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brought to a standstill by suddenly brushing 
against some one. 

" Oh, I beg your pardon ! " she exclaimed 
with the utmost surprise and annoyance in her 
soft, pretty voice, and drew so far back in her 
dismay that she did not see the glass when it 
was reached up from below, so that the young 
gentleman could scarcely do less than hand it 
to her with a slight bow ; and then she turned 
from him just sufficiently to present the very 
prettiest "outline of her face to his eyes as she 
drank and finished the glass demurely, giving 
him a little grateful smile as he took it back 
from her to set it down. 

"Oh, how dared you do it?" said Lois as 
Betty rejoined her and her conveniently near- 
sighted aunt, and gave her a wicked look of 
triumph. 

" Nothing venture, nothing have," Betty 
replied saucily, " He was very nice. I only 
hope the water won't kill me. J Ugh, what , 
nasty stuff! Do you suppose he '11 be at 
table d'hote to-day ? " 

44 1 should n't think he could possibly want 
dinner at one o'clock, if he 's only up now," 
said Lois. 
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Nevertheless, she changed her dress that day 
for dinner, while the wily Betty, feeling sure 
nothing could be more becoming than her 
dainty pink cambric, merely added a bunch of 
fresh daises and ferns, and carefully pulled her 
curls about in the loose rings that look as un- 
studied and guileless as if they were the out- 
growth of nature rather than wholly of grace. 

"What are you going to do next?" asked 
Lois curiously and a little anxiously. Betty's 
vagaries were taking an alarming shape. 
" You won't speak to him, will you ?" 

" Well, no, not exactly. But I '11 bow, of 
course, just slightly. That will do as a pre- 
liminary. Shall you bow too ? " 

" Oh, no, Betty ; how could I !" 

" Why not, if I do ? Over here, if one bows, 
all bow, you know." 

" Betty, Betty, you '11 get yourself into a 
dreadful scrape some day ! " 

Betty laughed lightly, giving a little finish- 
ing pat to her curls to flatten them against her 
forehead, and a satisfied glance at the tout 
ensemble in the mirror. After all, there are 
certain advantages, personal and accredited, in 
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being an American girl, lacking to other na- 
tionalities. 

" Oh, I *m able to take care of myself any 
time I fancy. Come along, Lois. It 's ten 
minutes since the bell rang. He must be there 
by this time." 

He was not, however. Betty gave a rueful 
glance across at her cousin as they took their 
places dutifully on either side of Aunt Sarah, 
wha sat erect and stiff between them like a 
sprig of broom between two roses. 

" We need n't have hurried, Lois. The three 
hundred guests are n't all here yet." 

" Why, it 's very full to-day, Betty, my dear, 
is n't it ? " asked Aunt Sarah, looking round 
the big room with that peculiar depression 
stealing over her which some people always 
experience in large assemblies, as if so much 
crowding humanity suffocated their own iden- 
tity as individuals. 

" May be, but it 's not full enough yet by 
one," answered Betty. " But what a racket, is n't 
there ? No, no soup, please. Oh — Lois ! " 

The portly head-waiter was showing some 
stranger his place, a tall, thoroughly self- 
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possessed young man who, noways abashed 
by the number of eyes directed toward him, 
pulled his waxed mustache and stared calmly 
around as he followed. His eyes reaching 
those of Betty and Lois as he proceeded 
along the tables ; a gleam of recognition shot 
into them. Betty slightly inclined her head 
in a way that might do for a bow if he took 
it as such, or, if not, for a casual glance at 
her plate. He did not know which she meant 
it for, so slightly inclined hfs head too ; it 
might be a bow, or only that he was looking 
down to rearrange the flower in his button- 
hole. Betty watched eagerly to see where he 
would sit. There was a confabulation between 
the waiters ; then he was deferentially escorted 
back and placed at one end of their own long 
table, between a woman who ate like a beast 
and a man who handled his knife and fork as 
if they were severally a plow and a dredg- 
ing-machine. Opposite him a young girl sat 
absently rubbing her plate with the palms of 
her hands, while waiting for the boiled beef 
and carrots to reach her. 

" Pretty safe/' said Betty across to Lois 
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with a roguish look. " No possible rivals 
there." 

Lois glanced down too, but suddenly turned 
back with a suspicious glow on her face. The 
young man, catching her eye as he raised his 
glass, had made a faint gesture to indicate 
that he was drinking her health. 

" This room is dreadfully warm," she said, 
to account for her bright cheeks. 

Aunt Sarah was slightly shivering. The 
room had felt chilly to her ever since she had 
discovered that it was built out over the Wolf- 
bach, the little Rippolds Au stream. 

" My dear child, I think not. But you cer- 
tainly do look warm and uncomfortable, very. 
I wish I had my fan. Would you like my 
smelling-salts ? " 

Betty turned to the rescue. 

" She '11 cool off, Aunt Sarah, if you only 
leave her alone. What are we to have after 
the pancakes and omelet ? " 

Aunt Sarah adjusted her glasses and took 
up the menu. She was so cunningly contrived 
by nature for a chaperon as to be not more 
perfect of hearing than of sight, and was as 
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good as deaf any time if one only spoke rapidly 
enough to confuse the syllables. 

" What was it ? " said Betty quickly, lean- 
ing boldly behind hen 

"He drank my health," whispered Lois 
cautiously back. 

-What fun!" 

"It was very impertinent." 

" Nevermind. He 's a duck." 

" Oies, oies, — that 's French for goose is n't 
it ? " asked Aunt Sarah, struggling with the 
menu. 

"No, German for it in this case," answered 
Betty, with a look in her turn down to the 
end of their table. " And some kind of a mess 
with the goose, I suppose ? " 

" Campote" read Aunt Sarah. " Pears, I 
dare say." 

" Possibly," assented Betty gravely. " Or 
we might have a sweet pickle." 
- " My dear, if we do," said Aunt Sarah 
earnestly, "remember to let it go. All such 
things are forbidden with the waters, and 
Lois says you drank a glass this morning." 

" I '11 remember," answered her neice se- 
dately. " You had better warn Lois too." 
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"Oh, no fear of Lois," said Aunt Sarah 
affectionately. " She always keeps to rules." 

" Yes, good little Lois," laughed Betty. 
" She 11 never get herself into any scrape, and 
she shall have some of my pudding all the 
same. You don't want any of these horrid 
little cakes and candies and things, do you 
Aunt Sarah ? I 'm sure they 're bad with the 
waters. Don't let 's wait for them to-day. 
Let 's hurry out before the crowd." 

She had her especial reason for wishing to 
leave before the rest, as Lois comprehended ; 
for in going out they had to pass by the end 
of the table where the young man sat between 
the beast and the monster. Betty, who was 
first, gave a little sidelong glance at his inter- 
esting neighbors, which naturally included 
him too. He was watching the party as it 
drew near, and instantly pushed back his 
chair, rose to his full height, aud made the 
lowest kind of salutation, which included the 
three ladies, remaining standing until they 
had all passed, and looking after them with a 
queer little smile before he resumed his seat. 

" My dears, my dears ! " said Aunt Sarah 
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in a surprise that almost robbed her of speech, 
" Who is he ? What did he mean ? He does n't 
know us ! " 

"Yes, yes, he does, intimately," answered 
Betty quickly, hurrying her along, alarmed 
lest any one notice her consternation. 

" I don't understand," said Aunt Sarah- 
"It 's all very remarkable. Every thing is 
remarkable over here, of course, every thing 
and nothing is at all like home. But a young 
man I never saw before getting up to bow to 
me at table when I go out, is the most re- 
markable of all. Perhaps it 's a foreign custom 
to bow to elderly ladies even when you don't 
know them, but I never saw it mentioned. 
It 's certainly very remarkable." 

" Oh, Betty, how could you look at him ! " 
whispered Lois reproachfully. 

"Oh, come now, you like it well enough. 
Don't you put on the prude," laughed Betty. 
" I generally am the one to play cat's-paw, but 
you need n't pretend you don't like your share 
of such a jolly big chestnut as this." 

And Lois could not say that she did not. 
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TWO days followed during which matters 
progressed little with their new acquain- 
tance. They saw him constantly — at the spring, 
on the promenade, at the table d'hote ; and he 
bowed always profoundly and solemnly, as if 
performing an act of graceful worship. It 
seemed, indeed, as if he must watch their 
movements, and direct his own accordingly, 
these meetings were so astonishingly frequent ; 
-and whenever they thus met he would stand 
still and gaze after them in the most marked 
manner, though never addressing them a word. 

" Really," said Betty at last, " it is getting 
ridiculous, our bowing to him in this speech- 
less way a hundred times in the twenty-four 
hours when we don't so much as know his 
name. I mean to find out that, at least." 

" You won't stop him and ask for his card, 

39 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



' 40 THE KNIGHT OF THE BLACK FOREST. 

I hope," said Lois, looking up from the low 
chair where she was knitting, and watching 
Betty with quiet amusement and expectancy. 

" I certainly will if I can't find out in any 
other way," said Betty, with a ^determined 
nod of her little Hebe-like head. " The thing 
is getting too absurd. He ought to step boldly 
up and speak to us. That 's what an American 
would do,-— Ned Prentiss, for instance ; but 
I suppose German proprieties, or improprieties, 
are different. Lois, we '11 send for the Frem- 
den Liste and guess him out. He '11 be sure 
to have a title for us to know him by. He 
certainly is superior to all of these creatures 
here ; the bare look of him shows that, be- 
sides his table manners. He does n't eat with 
his knife, or handle his fork and spoon like 
unaccustomed and inconvenient articles, or 
make his tooth-pick the prominent feature of 
the repast. He *s an educated and eminently 
attractive being. I must know who he is. 
Here 's Kreuzner, just in time " (as that per- 
son bustled in with a great show of useful- 
ness, bearing two colossal bouquets which he 
had the waiter pick for them daily in the 
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woods, and which figured nobly in his ac- 
counts). " Kreuzner, can you get me a Frem- 
den Liste?" 

" Certainly, mees," he responded, with that 
confident alacrity which was his chief and 
cheapest virtue. "If there is only one in all 
Rippolds Au, yet you shall fcave it. I shall 
get it for you. My ladees shall always have 
all." 

And in a trice he was back with quite a 
little book-stall in his hand. 

" There," he said, giving each lady a sepa-. 
rate pile of papers, consisting not only of the 
last published list of strangers, but of all the 
back numbers from the beginning of the sea- 
son. " There." 

Aunt Sarah looked at him approvingly. It 
was delightful to see a creature so devoted, 
body and soul, to their interests. 

Lois and Betty bent together over the sheets. 

" How often are these printed, Kreuzner ?" 

11 Once every week, mees. Every Saturday 
night, mees. Oh, I can tell you every thing." 

Lois laughed her low, musical laugh. 

"Foiled, Betty ! To-day is Thursday. The 
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name can't be in the list yet. We must wait 
two more days. Here, Kreuzner, take these 
dirty things away and burn them up." 

" Burn them ! " cried Kreuzner, in virtuous 
horror. These excellent papers that I did 
give three very goot marks for ? Oh, no ; not 
burn them. I keep them till they get useful. 
I never waste nothing. You shall see how 
economic I am," 

Betty stood with her hands behind her 
back thinking hard. She could not submit to 
•be foiled. 

" Kreuzner." she said suddenly, " I suppose 
you find out who everybody is. You have n't 
much else to do here. Do you happen to 
know the name of that young gentleman who 
came last Monday afternoon, and who looks as 
if he might be somebody nice, somebody in 
particular ? " 

" Yes, mees, I have notice* him," replied 
Kreuzner, promptly. " I always see everybody. 
Very nice young shentleman, mees, and has his 
boots made from Paris. I see them outside 
his door. His room is next at mine. He 
sings, too, very goot while he is dressing. Gets 
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up late, ach ja, but sings very fine songs out 
operas." 

"What is his name?" asked Betty, disre- 
garding the admonitory tugs given her dress 
by Lois, who could not endure to have the 
courier thus appealed to. 

"Yes, certainly, he has some very goot name, 
but I don't just know it," said Kreuzner, re- 
luctant to admit ignorance upon any point. 
"His boots is very fine. No such boots in 
Shermany. But his name — oh, I ask it out ; 
I tell you directly." And he vanished at once. 

" In for it now," said Betty. " Barber, 
escaped lunatic, or prince, we shall know it 
irrevocably in ten minutes." And, true enough, 
within ten minutes Kreuzner reappeared and 
triumphantly laid down a scrap of paper before 
them, whereon was a name written out in huge 
and severely legible characters, " Herr Graf 
von Lindenfels." 

Betty gave a little cry of delight. 

" Oh, a live count, as I live and breathe ! 
What fun ! How did you find out, Kreuzner?" 

" Trust me to find you out every thing in the 
betterest way, mees. I go to Herr Goeringer 
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self, who I find talking just with that shentle- 
man, and I say to him, ' So soon you are at 
liberty, mein herr, I have one very important 
question to ask for my young ladees.' And 
the young shentleman he hear, and he 
move off a leetle, and I point at him and say, 
* What that shentleman's name, mein herr ? 
My young ladees they desire to know it/ " 

" O Kreuzner ! Oh, this is too much ! " cried 
Lois, in despair. Even Betty 4 flushed un- 
pleasantly and bit her lips. 

" Go on, Kreuzner," she said. 

"And Herr Goeringer he say out very plain, 
1 That is the Herr Graf von Lindenfels.' And 
I say, ' No, Herr Goeringer. That may do 
for others, but it not enough for Ludwig 
Kreuzner. I must have it here written out, so 
I show it my ladees, and then there is no mis- 
take.' And I took my pencil and paper out, 
and he did write it very careful, and ask the 
Herr Graf, 'Is that right?' And the Herr 
Graf he laugh too, and did not look displeas', 
not at all, no. Ach, that 's him, mees, now ; 
look ! " And catching Betty unceremoniously 
by the arm, he would have turned her to the 
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window, but she drew away indignantly, say- 
ing : . 

" Let me alone, Kreuzner." 

Lois said nothing until the courier had left 
the room ; then she turned to her cousin in 
distress. 

" Betty, what must he think of us ? Is n't it 
dreadful?" 

" Nonsense," said Betty, trying to laugh it 
off. " Here, r Aunt Sarah, see his name. Is n't 
it a beauty ? It 's the first count you ever saw 
in your life, I '11 be bound ; and here he 's 
been bowing his lordly back almost in two 
to you all these days. Don't you feel set up 
about it ? " 

"Well, I suppose he must be something of 
a count if Kreuzner says so," said Aunt Sarah, 
who had not by any means taken it all in. 
" But if he really is, I don't think I shall quite 
like to bow to him any more. It would look 
presumptuous, perhaps, in a poor old woman 
like me, who has n't any kind of a handle to 
her name, not so much as a Madam even." 

" Oh, never you mind that. You are just 
the dearest old thing out," cried Betty, with a 
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hug. " You always let me have my own way. 
Come, Lois, let *s have a waltz to dance off 
your dejection." 

" I sha'n't dare look him in the face again," 
said poor Lois. " Think of his hearing that 
we sent to find out his name ! " 

"Well, and did n't we?" said Betty, stoutly, 
" He only heard the truth, anyway. Don't be 
such an awful prude. We 11 just keep on bow- 
ing to him, I suppose, till he goes, and there '11 
have to be the end of it." 

But the end had not come yet. The next 
morning, as they were at breakfast, Kreuzner 
appeared with his customary salutation. 

" Goot morning, ladees. I hope you sleep 
well." 

" Not a wink. Never do," said Betty crossly, 
tired of the eternal greeting. Kreuzner looked 
at her with the immediate sympathy of one 
prepared for all emergencies. 

" Ach ! that not goot. But I have some 
drops. I always carry medicine for ever* thing 
in my bag. These very goot. You take ten 
drops before you go to bed, and you sleep like 
angels." 
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11 Stuff ! " laughed Betty. " Keep your old 
drops for yourself. I sleep solidly every night 
through." 

Kreuzner sighed over the lost opportunity. 

" They 're very goot, very goot, and only 
six marks the bottle. But no matter. I keep 
them. Some day you be so lucky as to need 
them. Mees," he continued, turning to Aunt 
Sarah, "that shentleman who the young ladees 
ask the name for yesterday, the Herr Graf 
von Lindenfels, he desire his compliments, and 
ask permission if he may have the honor to 
call upon the ladees to-day." 

Instant consternation fell upon the little 
party. Lois paled. Betty pushed back her 
chair and fled to the window to hide a burst 
of unseemly laughter. Aunt Sarah sat staring 
blankly at the courier. 

"What must I do ?" she said helplessly. " I 
don't understand. What does he want ? What 
am I to say ? " 

/' Leave it all me," said Kreuzner, encour- 
agingly. " I do it right. I tell him come, cer- 
tainly. Very nice young shentleman. Goot 
familie. I tell him yes, the ladees delighted." 

And he disappeared immediately. 
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" Great heavens ! " said Betty, recovering 
her breath. " This is an advance that puts my 
poor progressive powers quite to the blush. 
He has taken the initiative out of my hands. 
However, the result is beyond my wildest 
hopes. Lois, let 's toss up for him. He must 
be your knight or mine, you know." 

" It f s very remarkable," said Aunt Sarah ; 
" very — very." 



^^^Wm^^^ 3 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CHAPTER VI. 

IT was about a week after the memorable 
day upon which Emil Hermann Ruprecht, 
Graf von Lindenfels, had made his first call 
upon the ladies. The cousins had retired for 
the night ; which means that they had gone to 
their room to launch upon an exhaustive con- 
versation. Lois, attracted by the beauty of 
the night, sat in the open window, where, with 
a sigh of content, she presently threw wide the 
blinds to obtain a broader view, which thought- 
less proceeding forced Betty, who was pro- 
saically putting up her curls before the glass, 
to blow out the candles and retire precipitately 
to the farthest end of the room. 

"Bless me, Lois ! I wonder will you never 
be through star-gazing ? Now I would rather 
have one jolly flirtation with Graf Ruprecht to 
think over than all the stars of this side and 
the other side of the world, too, to stare at." 

49 
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" But I don't flirt, you know, Betty." 

" The worse luck for youi It 's no end of 
fun." 

" It would n't be fun to me to pretend I 
cared for somebody when I did n't. 

" Oh, but one always does a little just at the 
time. That 's what gives it its flavor," said 
Betty from her corner, proceeding industriously 
to disrobe. 

" I like things real all the way through," 
said Lois. 

"Then you ought to like Ned Prentiss." 
said Betty, sitting on the floor and tugging 
away at her stockings. He 's solidly real. 
He would n't flirt, not for a million down and 
you thrown in. He just could n't. Now Ru- 
precht — there 's a name for your gentle, senti- 
mental ears, my dear — Ruprecht can. He can 
flirt well — very well indeed. In fact, I don't 
think I need give him any lessons at all. He's 
a master at it. He smiles at me and lowers 
his voice to you ; or he looks at you and gives 
a flower to me ; or he presses my hand faintly 
in returning me my handkerchief, and never 
fails to see at the same instant that your shawl 
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is falling and must be wrapped closer. I don't 
believe I could manage a dozen men at once 
any better than he is managing us girls now. 
Upon my word, I don't know which of us 
he likes better and which he *s only flirting 
with." 

"He likes you better, of course," answered 
Lois, with a little smile. " I believe men gen- 
erally like flirts best." 

" Yes — to flirt with," said Betty, rising up 
white and spectral in the distance, but yawning 
in a most unghostly fashion. " Somehow, men 
never seem as if they were flirting with you. 
It does n't have the same look it has with me. 
They say all sorts of soft things to me, and 
they sound soft. But when they say them to 
you there 's a different ring to them ; it seems 
as if they meant it." 

" Perhaps they do a little, just at the time, 
as you said of yourself a moment ago." 

Betty advanced a few steps out of the 
screening darkness of her corner. 

" I wonder which he really does like better?" 
she said. " I like him anyhow, and I give you 
fair warning I mean to flirt with him to the 
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very tip end of my powers. One does n't get 
hold of a bona fide count every day. And then 
he 's so tall and handsome, and has such a 
lovely voice, and such white, gentlemanly 
hands." 

"Yes," assented Lois dreamily. 

" And he dresses in such taste. And all his 
little ways are so courteous and graceful and 
perfect." 

" Yes," said Lois again. 

"It really makes one feel distingui just to 
be seen with him," Betty continued. " He 's 
not a bit commonplace, is he, Lois ? " 

" No," said Lois. 

" Do, for heaven's sake, say something more 
than eternally yes and no ! " cried Betty, ener- 
getically. " Come, what do you think of 
him?" 

She drew nearer, keeping carefully out of 
range of the window, unbraiding her glossy 
hair and tossing it behind her in a soft, wavy 
shower as she came. Lois sat very still in the 
window with folded hands. 

" I think," she said at last, slowly, " I think 
he is not commonplace at all. Not at all 
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He is courtly and gracious and noble', I think ; 
at least, he seems so ; as if he could only do 
knightly deeds and chivalrous acts ; as if he 
had inherited his manners with his title, not 
as if he had made himself superior by his own 
effort, like — like Mr. Prentiss, but as if he had 
been born so ; as if his ancestors for long gen- 
erations back had all been great and powerful 
and grand ; the men all valiant and yet tender 
and refined and cultured, fit for the princely 
homes they live in ; and the women all beauti- 
ful and good, though proud and haughty too, 
scorning the common folk a little, because so 
high above them." 

Betty gathered her hair back from her face 
in her two hands and stood looking at her 
cousin, a little surprised and considerably 
amused. 

" How you do go in for a thing when you 
go in for it at all ! " she said presently, with 
her light, pretty laugh. Every thing was so 
pretty about Betty. 

Lois turned her face away. 

" I can't like surface things only, as you do, 
Betty." 
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" You like polish, and what in the world is 
that but a surface thing " ? retorted Betty. 
" You say you must have depth and sincerity 
and reality, and all the rest of the tremendous 
things I am supposed not to care for ; but I 
observe you like a little outside gloss as well 
as I do." 

" Yes, if only the other is not wanting." 

" Well, the depth you have to guess at, any- 
way, so for my part give me the tangible 
shine," said Betty. " And, above all, give me 
Ruprecht to flirt with." 

" Do you mean never to do any thing but 
flirt, Betty ? " asked Lois, a little sadly. " Do 
you mean never to care seriously for any 
one?" 

" No," said Betty, giving a spring into her 
bed, and curling herself up in a round heap. 
" I would n't be in love for any thing. I would 
rather flirt. It 's more fun." 

" Is n't it rather hard fun on the men ? " 

" No — not a bit. It does n't hurt them as 
much to be in love with me as with such a 
dead-in-earnest thing as you. Besides, I just 
keep encouraging them all a little bit straight 
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along, and don't drop a big ' No ! ' plump 
down on them, slap-bang, like an ice-water 
shower, as you would ; and so they get over it 
by degrees, and it does n't come hard on them 
at any one time, you see. Deep in their 
hearts they really suspect all the time that I 
don't mean any thing by the flowers I give 
them, and the little sighs I sigh, and all the 
spooney ways and looks I can't help treating 
them to. They know I 'm shallow and frivo- 
lous and selfish, and all the other bad things 
that a flirt always is ; but they like the fun 
just as well as I do, while it lasts." 

" And when it stops ? " 

11 Then they go to some other girl and try it 
over with her, and I take up the next man and 
count one more lover off." 

" And they count one more deceitful woman 
in the world ; one more fickle, heartless creat- 
ure, in whose light all others, even the truest, 
show false and faithless too ! " cried Lois im- 
pulsively leaving her seat, and coming over 
where Betty sat rocking gently back and forth 
with a mischievous smile on her lips. " Betty, 
do think a little of the real harm you do under 
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all the seeming harmlessness. You make a 
mere mockery of love ; you turn the real thing 
into a shadow ; you make every one who 
comes near you nothing but a flirt too ; you 
would take all the truth out of the world if 
only your influence were wide enough, and you 
could live long enough." 

" But I sha'n't," said Betty, jumping off the 
bed and hunting for the matches. " What 's 
more, I 'm going to light the candles, and if 
you have any affection whatever left for so 
disreputable a creature, you 11 instantly shut 
those blinds, instead of standing there talking 
poetry and bosh at me." 

But Lois was too much in earnest to be put 
off. She followed Betty and folded her arms 
closely about her. " Betty, dear Betty/' she 
said pleadingly, don't flirt any more. You '11 
get yourself into trouble some day. You '11 
find your flirting is turning into loving, per- 
haps, while he may be only flirting still ; and, 
Betty, I don't believe all the fun of it now 
would pay you for the sorrow of it then. 
Don't flirt so, Betty. You are pretty enough, 
.and sweet enough, and bright enough to 
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attract, even if you are true besides. Please 
don't flirt any more ! " 

" I will," said Betty, struggling and laughing 
in her cousin's arms. "And I '11 strike this 
match on your shoulder if you don't let me 
strike it on the box. I 've got to flirt. I was 
made so, and that *s all there is of it. Lois, if 
you don't shut those blinds I will, and people 
will think it 's you appearing there in your 
night-dress. / never stand at the window at 
midnight, blinking up at the stupid old stars. 
Oh, Lois, I am sorry for you, you miss so 
much fun ! It is such fun, such jolly fun, to 
be a flirt !" 
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CHAPTER VII 

SURELY no place was ever more admira- 
bly fitted for lovers and love-making than 
Rippolds Au. In whichever direction one goes, 
east, west, north, or south, every walk is ro- 
mantically beautiful, beginning to be so from 
the very start. There are no long stretches 
of sand, or dusty highways, or monoton- 
ous levels to be traversed first, wearying one 
before one has fairly begun to walk. Roads 
there are, in truth, for those who do not care 
to climb ; but firm, smooth roads, winding 
through the wonderful valleys of the Black 
Forest, each with its own wayside companion 
in a prattling, dancing stream, which .coquets 
with it in the most barefaced manner — now 
following the road meekly along, so modestly, 
so straightly, one thinks it has no will but 
only to be led ; now frolicking on before, and 
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forcing the road to follow all its merry twists 
and turns ; now running away out of sight, 
weary both of guidance and of guiding ; and 
now suddenly reappearing with a little de- 
lighted laugh, to follow on as before, or diving 
all at once under the road to begin on the 
other side with the very same antics, that yet 
seem never twice alike, go as far and as long 
at one will. And, oh, the views on either 
hand I There are no snow-capped mountains, 
awing the beholder with the whiteness of 
their splendor ; no far-off vistas of restless, il- 
limitable seas ; no maddening precipices and 
great gulfs of sunless, stony darkness. All is 
peaceful and glad and perfect. If there be 
rocks, the mosses have crept over them and 
made them into velvet mounds fit for kings to 
sit upon. If there be gorges, somehow the 
sun struggles through, and the tall pines fill 
them up tier on tier, and a brooks runs bab- 
bling and fearless at the bottom, calling out that 
it is not afraid, for it has sunlight sometimes, 
though no starlight ever ; and there are flowers 
and ferns and waving grasses there too, and 
birds to sing to it, and many a living thing to 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



60 THE KNIGHT OF THE BIACX FOREST 

keep it company. The hills stand out in gently 
undulating lines, dense and dark against the 
horizon, one mass of deep but exquisitely 
shaded greens, up into which curve brighter 
emerald slopes of close, soft grass, kept fresh 
with* the eternal overflow of countless moun- 
tain streams ; while below are paler tints of 
newly-mown fields, to which groups of pic- 
turesquely costumed peasants, spreading out 
the hay to dry, or, later, tossing it into fragrant 
heaps, add yet gayer coloring. And over all 
the sunlight glides in turn, lending a surpass- 
ing glory to the spot it touches, which seems 
but to give by contrast a further grace to the 
mysteriousness and depth of the impenetrable 
shadows beyond. And from every point start 
charming little mountain walks, luring one to 
follow by the gentleness of their ascent, and 
beguiling one farther and farther on, higher 
and higher up, until one is in the very heart 
of the woods, wandering on paths soft with 
moss or odorous with the spicy needles of the 
pines ; paths only wide enough for two, and 
leading from one solitude to another, with 
yiews out in the valleys at every turn, tempt> 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE ft NIGHT OF THE pLACK FOREST. 6 1 

ing one on and on till one finds one's self 
betrayed at last into a wild scramble up some 
daring footpath which makes direct for the 
regions of the fairies, and leaves one there 
alone with the invisible gnomes and elves. 
Hark ! Is that a laugh,— a little low, silvery, 
mocking laugh ? Turn quickly. No, it is only 
a stream leaping out behind a stone and . slip- 
ping away to lose itself hopelessly in a laby- 
rinth of holly and ferns and heather. And 
there on the left, what is that soft murmur ? 
Only another little gurgling brook talking 
fancifully to itself as it runs, and laughing 
aloud at the witchery of its dreams. Ah, if 
but our ears were finer, perhaps we should 
hear them too. If but our sight were keener, 
who knows into what mysteries we might not 
penetrate ! The bluebells fiang trembling on 
their slender stems. They have only just done 
ringing for the fairies, and the fairies are com- 
ing surely, They will be here in a moment, 
any moment, only not just this moment while 
we wait. They are hiding everywhere : there 
in the firs, whose branches hang so heavily, 
likes robes of sorrow about a mourner ; here 
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in this bed of ferns, that nod and tremble 
with graceful glee at the secret they are keep* 
ing ; or, closer yet, in the very air itself, 
that is fresh and pure, and full of hints of 
unfinished sounds, whose utterance would be 
sweeter than all sweetest music. O beautiful 
Rippolds Au ! O beautiful, beautiful, myste- 
rious world of the Black Forest ! 

But nothing of all this saw Miss Betty, 
" though strolling slowly along one of the love- 
liest of all the mountain rambles. She was 
dressed very bewitchingly this afternoon (either 
her dresses or herself seemed to grow prettier 
every day), and she was glancing up at the 
Count out of the shadow of her big hat, in a 
certain little way she had of her own, that 
seemed somehow utterly unlike the way of 
anybody else ; for when did one coquette 
ever appear to use exactly the wiles and strat- 
agems and deadly weapons of another, even 
though everybody knows that there is but one 
arsenal common to them all ? Aunt Sarah was 
somewhat tired. that afternoon, and the Count, 
though fully aware that he was offending 
against native decorum in going out alone 
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with two young girls, had agreed immediately 
to Betty's proposal that he should escort them 
on their promenade, and won Aunt Sarah's 
consent and golden opinion together by pre- 
senting her with a little bunch of wild flowers, 
with an air that seemed to transform it into a 
gift of royal value. 

"They are only Americans," he thought 
" It does n't matter what I do. One can't 
compromise American girls." 

So they were walking out alone, Betty and 
the Count in advance, and Lois a little behind, 
her soul filled to overflowing with a keen sense 
of all the beauty that the other two were 
missing. 

" Why are you so silent ? " asked Von Lin- 
denfels presently, turning to address her in 
that softened tone that Betty noticed he always 
employed in speaking to Lois. 

" Only because it is so very beautiful," she 
answered, with a smile that seemed almost like 
tears. "It makes me still." 

He gave her a quick sympathetic glance (he 
had the power of throwing a world of compre- 
hension into a single look). 
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" You are right: You know always the 
best. But we," — and he turned a laughing 
look on Betty that seemed to give a peculiar 
significance to the plural pronoun,—" we are 
foolish, are we not, mademoiselle ? " 

" No," answered Betty, giving him back 
glance for glance. " I like better to talk — 
with you." 

" Mademoiselle is too good," said the Count, 
lifting up a branch that threatened to displace 
her saucy hat, and at the same time dexterous- 
ly catching back another into which Lois was 
dreamily walking, 

" Then I will stop being too good, and not 
say another word. Or if it is best to be still, 
you may prefer my silence." 

" No, that would be bad ; so bad it would 
spoil all the goodness before," laughed he. 
" My ears sleep only when they hear not your 
voice." Then he turned again to Lois. " Mad- 
emoiselle, it seems we cannot learn from you 
to be still, therefore you must from us learn to 
speak. Or are your thoughts too holy, too 
angel-like, to tell them us ? " 

" I was not thinking at all," answered Lois, 
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still smiling at him. " I was only feeling, and ' 
seeing, and listening. Go on talking with 
Betty." 

" We shall wait and rest first," said the 
Count, "or you will tire. We shall make a 
place here." And he spread out his light over- 
coat as a seat for the girls, and threw himself 
down a little farther off, where he could look 
up into both their faces at once. 

" Now talk," said Lois. 

"What will you have me to talk?" The 
look included both ; the voice, only Lois. 

" Sing," she said softly. 

She was not looking at him, but sat half 
turned aside, and with her hands folded in her 
lap. Betty leaned back on her elbow, pulling 
her hat up and down over her eyes, and never 
once looking away from him as he sang ; sang 
song after song without waiting their bidding ; 
little German songs out of the Volkslieder, so 
simple and easy that even with their imperfect 
knowledge of the language they could hardly 
help catching at the meaning. And still as he 
sang, his look rested on both, and his song 
seemed only for Lois. 
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" What does it mean, that last one ? " Betty 
asked abruptly. " Oh, I understand the words 
well enough, but the meaning ? It 's all about 
a little rose and a boy. And the boy vows he 
will pick the little rose, and the rose says he 
sha'n't, and she will prick him, and she won't 
stand it ; and the boy does pick the little rose, 
and she does prick him, yet all her resistance 
goes for nothing, and she has to bear it. What 
perfect nonsense to make a song out of ! " 

" Is it nonsense ? " said Lois quickly. " I 
thought it meant — " and she stopped short, 
and brushed brightly as she met Von Linden- 
fel's eyes. 

" No ; it is not nonsense. It is truth — all 
truth," he said ; and a light came into his eyes 
as he spoke. And then he sprang to his feet 
and gave Betty his hand to help her rise. 
" It has become late while I have sung my 
nonsense. We must go back now. And so 
you do not understand my song, mademoi- 
selle ? my Roslein, Roslein ? Ach y I shall teach 
you the meaning some day. You shall know 
it too." 

Was it fancy, or did he really press her 
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hand ? Betty snatched it away (" Whence 
came this unwonted accession of prudishness ? " 
she asked herself), and he looked at her re- 
proachfully. 

" Have I tired you with my singing ? Did 
I think so little? I was wrong." 

It was almost the voice which he kept for 
Lois, and Betty instantly gave him one of her 
irresistible smiles, those which she reserved for 
rarest occasions, and during the rest of the 
walk he kept by her side, talking. But not as 
he had talked before. Had Lois' mood fallen 
upon him too? He told Betty legend after 
legend of the Black Forest, and strange, weird 
tales that chimed in wondrously with their sur- 
roundings ; and all the time, while Betty 
laughed and jested and made light of it all, and 
even when he laughed and jested back, not a 
single beauty of the path they were following, 
or a single detail of the views beyond, seemed 
to escape him. He scarcely addressed Lois, 
and yet never before had she felt so fully un- 
derstood and sympathized with, so completely 
in communication with another's mind, as she 
did that afternoon. Even Betty grew quiet 
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at last, and, dropping a little behind, began 
plucking off one by one the petals of a great 
daisy that had nodded to her familiarly from 
the side of the path, as if promising to tell her 
truly all about it this time. 

" Un peu, — beaucoup, — -passionnement, — pas 
du tout," counted Betty. She had not named 
the daisy. She would see what it said first. 
" Unpen" said the last daisy-leaf, and Betty 
flung it away with a scowl, tossing the poor 
maimed flower after it. 

" Count von Lindenfels," she called impera- 
tively, " get me a daisy, please. , I can't find 
any nice ones." 

Lois stopped. The Count looked round, 
spied daisies near, and came back with his 
hands full. Betty drew one out and began 
again. 

" Un peu, — beaucoup, — passtonnement, — pas 
du tout. Un peUy — beaucoup — " 

" What for ? " interrupted the Count, much 
mystified. 

Betty explained with a roguish laugh : 

" I name it for my love, and count to see 
how much he loves me ; for whatever the last 
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petal comes out is gospel truth for the state of 
his affections." Von Lindenfels was deeply 
interested at once, and Betty counted on. 

" Unpen? said the last daisy-leaf again, and 
again Betty scowled. 

" Only un peu ? " said the Count " Ach, 
these daisies are all afraid to speak the whole 
truth. They tell it not half. They are very 
discreet flowers indeed. To you now the turn, 
mademoiselle." And he held out his hand 
toward Lois. 

Why should she blush as she took a daisy 
from him? It was very silly of her, Betty 
thought, as she furtively watched the two from 
under her long lashes. How interested he 
looked. So had he when she had tried her 
fate. He was drawing nearer Lois. But he 
had come nearer yet to her ; her dress had 
almost brushed against him. There ! The 
last petal. " Beaucoup." What would he say 
to that ? Would he say — what he had said to 
her? 

The Count said nothing at all. He merely 
looked at Lois. It was Lois who spoke, and 
she was oddly flushed. 
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11 ' Beaucaup ' won't do for me," she said. 
"It must be ' passtonnement' or 'pas du tout! " 

And still the Count only looked at her 
without speaking, and Betty felt that his 
silence said more than the words he had said 
to her. 

It made a pretty little group as they stood 
so, filling up all the way ; and some one com- 
ing up the path toward them with a quick, 
springing step, stopped short at sight of them, 
and made another picture, just beyond, framed 
in between the trees and the mossy bank, with 
the sunlight falling full upon him. It was a 
young man of twenty-eight, a short, well-made 
figure, with a sunburned, homely, thoroughly 
good face, and a pair of keen gray eyes. 

Lois looked up first, and, seeing him stand- 
ing there, gave a little cry, it was hard to tell 
whether of pleasure or the* reverse, and did 
not move. But Betty, seeing him too, sprang 
forward with a bound, and held out both 
hands. 

" Why, it 's Ned Prentiss ! " she cried, in 
unmistakable delight. " Ned Prentiss ! Oh, 
Mr. Prentiss, I 'm so glad you Ve come ! " 
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" * ROslein, R6slein, R6slein roth, 
RSslein auf der Haiden,' " 



sang Betty softly, as she threw off her hat and 
rearranged her curls. "Hurry, Lois; tea's 
nearly ready, and you know Mr. Prentiss is to 
be here ; 

* Sah ein Knab' ein Roslein stehn, 
Roslein auf der Haiden.' " 

" I don't see why Aunt Sarah invited him, 
Betty." 

" Why,- of course, she asked him to come 
back when dispatching him off so cavalierly 
to hunt us up. It would have been very 
queer if she had n't ; especially when he has 
come so far to see you." 

"He need n't have come. Nobody asked 
him to." 

" And you wish he had n't ? There 's grati- 
tude for you ? " 

7x 
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" Ye-es— -no — yes," said Lois. 

"And there *s choice of answers. I '11 
choose ' no.' You don't wish he had n't come. 
Of course you don't. He's very nice." 

" I had forgotten he was quite so plain," 
said Lois, musingly. " How short he looks 
beside the Count." 

" • RSslein, RBslein, ROslein, roth/" 

sang Betty, with a laugh. 

" What makes you keep singing that all the 
time?" asked Lois, dropping her brush and 
turning round abruptly. " I thought you said 
you did n't like it and it was nonsense." 

" I am trying to sing it into sense, and I do 
like it." 

"But the sense of it is so easy," said Lois. 
" Don't you see ? Some one is in love with 
some one." 

" Lucid thus far, astonishingly." 

"Well, Roslein is a beautiful young girl, 
then, if you prefer." 

" I do, of course : 

* War so jung und morgenschSn/ 

Is that you -**-me? The description just fits 
me — or you." 
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" O Betty, don't ! Listen. Some one 
comes wooing the beautiful Rcislein, and she 
will have none of him." 

" Of which ? The Count or Ned ? " 
" I won't go on, Betty. You are too bad." 
" Oh, but you must go on. I am so curious 
to know how it ends according to you. I re- 
member, 

' Rdslein sprach, ich steche dich, 
Dass du ewig denkst an mich/ 

I suppose that means she '11 jilt him, but is 
going to flirt with him so much at first that 
he '11 swear at her till his dying day. I wonder 
you could listen so approvingly to such an 
immoral song, Lois." 

" I think," Lois continued, " she means that 
her loveliness will break his heart if he comes 
too near and dares seek to win her; for he 
will never be able to forget her, and yet she 
will have none of him." 

"You said that before. Don't try to be 
poetical. You are only tautological." 

" But he wooes her still in his wild, mad, 
passionate darihg — that is the way / would 
like to be wooed, Betty ! — he will have her ; 
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and before she knows it he has taken her 
resisting heart by storm, has won her to him- 
self. All her brave defence, her resolve to 
keep him at bay and repel him, are of no 
avail ; her powers are powerless before his ; 
love overmasters her against* her will, and in 
the end what more can she do than only just 
that, submit, ' Musst es eben leiden ' f " 

" In plain English," said Betty, " he says, 
'Will you?' She says, 'I won't.' He says, 
' You must.' She says, ' Plague take it, I do/ 
Nothing like short metre for taking the hifa- 
lutin out of stuff. I think I '11 get Ruprecht's 
version of it. He said he would teach me the 
meaning some day." 

Lois was silent, but a little look as of pain 
shot over her face. v 

" I think he would like to teach it to me," 
Betty continued, swinging a little daintily slip- 
pered foot back and forth. " I am sure he 
would. He can teach it to me in German, 
and I will teach it to him in English, and 
we '11 both have a good lesson out of it, if 
nothing else. There is Ned. I hear him 
talking to Aunt Sarah. Of course, you are n't 
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ready. I 11 go in. Put on your blue dress, 
Lois. You look nicest in that." 

Tea was on the table before Lois came into 
the parlor, and after all she was not in the 
pretty pale blue cachemere, that suited so well 
with her exquisite complexion and soft fair 
hair. What had possessed her to put on her 
very most unbecoming dress instead ? Betty 
wondered. There were no unbecoming dres- 
ses in Betty's wardrobe. 

But blue dress or brown dress was all the 
same to Ned Prentiss. He looked at her with 
a great pleasure in his honest eyes, and then 
got up and went and sat down by her. 

" I 'm so glad to see you, Miss Lois, you 
don't know," he said. " I Ve been telling 
aunt how fast I travelled to get here ; just 
stopped in London to settle up my business 
(duty first, you know, even before ladies), and 
once on the continent, I thought I would n't 
waste time on the road." 

" Waste time ! " echoed Lois. n Oh, but 
there 's so much to see on the way here, such 
old historical places, and such grand, such 
wonderful things ! How could you help stop- 
ping?" 
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" I wanted to see you," said the young man 
man simply. " Europe has n't much else in it 
that I care for." 

" Oh, but Brussels, Cologne, Frankfort, 
Heidelberg, — you don't mean you did n't even 
stop there, when this is your first trip abroad 
and you can go just where you like ! " 

" I did go just where I liked ; exactly that. 
I came here," said Prentiss, breaking into the 
good-humored laugh that, bongre mal gre, al- 
ways made every one else laugh too. " I 
don't see what more a fellow can do with his 
holiday than make the most of it And I 
never was much for foreign travel. Let a 
man take what 's thrown in his way, say I ; 
and for the rest, let him keep where he was 
born and where he 's got to live." 

" Oh, but, Mr. Prentiss," expostulated Lois, 
" how should we ever improve ourselves if we 
all just staid at home and never travelled any- 
where, never saw any thing ? " 

" Have you been improving yourself?" he 
asked with a smile ; a very frank, sweet smile 
it was too. " You don't look much less pale 
for it than you did, I am thinking." 
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" It 's her dress," put in Betty. " She has 
put on the very ugliest one she 's got as a wel- 
come to you. She knows she always looks 
badly in that pongee." 

Lois flushed almost guiltily. 

" She 's oot pale now, anyway," said Pren- 
tiss, looking at her with quite unconcealed 
fondness. "And she. looks as well to me in 
one gown as another. But it 's you who are 
improved by your trip, Miss Betty. You look 
quite rosy. And your aunt looks wonderfully 
well too." 

Aunt Sarah beamed on him with mild 
pleasure, and sugared his tea twice over at 
once. 

" It 's all in our dresses," explained Betty 
amiably. "It 's always the dressing, not the 
face. Auntie and I are tricked out in our 
best. Oh, not for you, Mr. Prentiss; we 
know well enough you don't notice us. No, 
I confess it frankly, I am dressed up for the 
Count." 

" And have you made out this one to be a 
real count?" asked Prentiss, smiling again. 
It was well he chanced to have fine teeth, he 
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smiled so much. "I Ve always understood 
counts and barons were thick over here, but 
that more than half of them were n't the real 
thing." 

"Oh, but this one is!" cried Betty. "Is 
n't he, Aunt Sarah ? Is n't he, Lois ? " 

" He 's a remarkable young man, certainly," 
said Aunt Sarah. " And he 's in the Alma- 
nach of Goethe." 

" Gotha, aunt," corrected Lois. 

" Gotha, is it, dear ? Oh, yes. Goethe was 
the poet, I remember, and this one made the 
Almanach, and Count von Lindenfels is in it. 
Everybody is real who is in the Almanach, 
Kreuzner says." 

" But he 's not in the Almanach, Aunt 
Sarah," corrected Lois again. "He is n't a 
reigning prince, you know. He 's in the 
German peerage. That 's where Kreuzner 
found it all. But he 's real, anyway." 

"Well, he looks stylish enough to be real," 
said Prentiss, good-naturedly. "He would 
take all the shine out of these titled samples 
that come over to the States. But you had 
better take care, Miss Betty. In spite of his 
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title, he *s probably poorer than a country par- 
son, and lives in some rickety old farm-house 
somewhere that you could n't squeeze a Sara- 
toga trunk into." 

" No, he does not," said Lois quickly, lifting 
her head a little. " He lives in a castle, oh, a 
beautiful castle, somewhere not far from the 
Rhine. He has told us all about it, and about 
his family ; he 's the eldest, and there are four 
sons besides and a daugher, and three of his 
brothers are in the army, and his sister has 
just been married." 

" He seems to have told you a good deal," 
said Prentis quietly, but with a keen look to- 
ward Lois, whose cheeks had a little bright 
pink spot in them, " What is he here for 
now ? Certainly not for the waters ? " 

"Well," laughed Betty, "to be frank, Mr. 
Prentiss, he is here for Lois and myself. It 
goes against me to put Lois in too, but I 'm 
afraid I must divide the honors. He came 
about ten days ago, you see, expecting to meet 
some friends here and go with them to Switz- 
erland. And then he got a telegram saying 
they would be detained for two or three 
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weeks, — that was the one we saw him reading 
the first day, you know, Lois, — and he thought 
he would go to Baden-Baden, or Wiesbaden, 
or some jolly place, to wait till they came ; but, 
in the meantime, he got to know us, and so 
just waited on here. I hope his interfering 
old friends won't come at all." 

" He certainly could n't have a lovelier place 
to wait in than Rippolds Au," said Lois, rising 
as her aunt left the table, and leading the way 
out upon the balcony. " Don't you think so, 
Mr. Prentiss?" 

" I don't know," he answered, sitting down 
and leaning his arms on the balustrade. 
" Rippolds Au is a pretty small place for a 
rather large young man, is n't it ? That is, for 
any length of time." 

" Oh, but it 's so beautiful ! " said Lois, 
leaning against the wall beside him, straight 
and slim and graceful. " I don't think I was 
ever in a lovelier spot than this. Did n't you 
think the drive up from Wolfach exquisite ? " 

"Well, yes, it was pretty," he admitted 
lazily, looking up at her with perfect content, 
while she, looking back at him, suddenly re- 
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membered that the Count would never have 
taked a seat while she was still standing, and 
was struck, as if all at once, with the ungainli- 
ness of his attitude* 

" Let 's go inside," she said. " Aunt Sarah 
and Betty are in there." 

"Waiting for the Count, I suppose," said 
Prentiss, running his fingers through his thick 
black hair, cropped close, but curling still, in 
utter defiance of the scissors. "No, don't 
let 's go in. I came to see you, not them, and 
it 's so nice out here. Sit down, won't you ? " 
And leaning forward without rising, he drew 
up another chair. " You '11 be more comfort- 
able." 

"No, thanks, I would rather stand." 

" You won't be cold, will you ? " he asked. 
" Oh, here 's a shawl or something. Put that 
on." And he caught up a dainty wrap lying 
conveniently at hand, and threw it awkwardly 
around her, the wrong side up. Lois slightly 
frowned as she altered it. 

" I 'm very clumsy, I know," he said apolo- 
getically, detecting the frown. " Lois, is the 
Count here for you or Betty ? " 
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The brusque question and absence of prefix 
to her name startled her exceedingly. With 
all his bluntness he had never addressed her 
so before. She looked at him without answer- 
ing, and colored violently. He saw his blun- 
der, and reddened too. 

" I beg your pardon, Miss Lois. I ought 
not to have spoken so. And it 's like enough 
you don't know yourself. Let's forget him 
and have a good talk by ourselves, like old 
times. Won't you sit down here, please ? 
You look so far off standing there." 

But she was not any nearer him when she 
did at last reluctantly take the chair beside 
him. They were much farther apart now, 
those two, than when the ocean lay between 
them. 

" Tell me about yourself," he asked, with a 
faint sigh she never noticed. " I have missed 
you dreadfully ; while you, you have been per- 
fectly happy, have you not, over here among 
all the grand sights you wanted to see so 
much ? You are not disappointed in any of 
it, then ? " 

" Oh, no. Oh, no, indeed," she answered 
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fervently. "How could I be ? How could 
any one be ? It has been unclouded happiness 
to me from beginning to end. I cannot bear 
to think I must ever go back." 

" I 'm not properly educated up to it, that 
must be it," he said. " It 's all beyond me. I 
would rather have a good hard day's work at 
the office, and come home tired out to dinner, 
feeling I had really accomplished something, 
than tear about seeing all the cathedrals and 
gimcracks in the world." 

" Cathedrals and gimcracks ! Oh, Mr. Pren- 
tiss ! " cried Lois. 

" There it is again," he said. " I can't even 
talk properly about it." 

" No," she said petulantly, " you can't." 

There was a moment's silence. The Count 
had come into the parlor. Lois heard his low, 
cultured voice and Betty's sweet laugh. But 
Prentiss did not offer to move, and, it was 
true, he had come far to see her, and she 
ought to stay and talk if he wished. But was 
he never going to speak again ? She made an 
effort to collect her wandering thoughts, and 
turned to him with a faint smile. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



• -*r"q 



84 THE ItNTGHT OP THE BLACK PORE ST. 

" Tell me about home, please." 

He was watching her, but very gravely. 

" I was waiting for that," he answered. '•' I 
was sure you could not have altered so — as 
wholly to forget home. It is home to you still, 
Miss Lois, is n't it, even though you like Eu- 
rope so much ? " 

" Why, of course," she replied impatiently. 
" I have n't any other home. It must be my 
home. How could I help it if I would ? " 

"If that is all that makes it home to you, 
then it is n't really home any longer," said 
Prentiss, with a pained tone in his pleasant 
voice. "You are altered, Miss Lois, more 
than I thought at first." 

" You mean you think I have — not im- 
proved ? " 

" Yes, I do," he said steadily, looking full 
at her with very kind eyes still, but eyes from 
which all the glad light seemed suddenly to 
have gone out. A wicked little rebellion took 
possession of Lois. His words hurt her, but 
she would not show it. What did his opinion 
matter to her now ? 

"You are not very complimentary," she 
said, with a little don't-care shrug. 
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" That is one of my peculiarities. I never 
learned to say any thing I did not strictly 
mean. I cannot speak any thing but the 
downright truth as I see it, not even to please 
you, Miss Lois ; not even though I knew that 
by not doing so," — he broke off abruptly and 
changed the sentence, — "not even though my 
life depended on it. And you believe in it 
too," he added presently, as she did not speak. 

"I do love truth," she answered ; and then 
she put out her hand to him almost unwilling- 
ly, as if to atone for the words that followed, 
spoken lower, yet very distinctly. " But I do 
not like roughness and bluntness at all. I 
never did, and still less now." 

He did not take her hand. Could it be he 
did not see it ? She drew it back, piqued. 

" Let us go in," she said, rising at last, as r 
he still said nothing ; and, for all her seeming 
indifference, there was a sore spot at her heart. 
" They will think it strange if we stay out here 
longer alone." 

Prentiss followed her into the parlor, still 
without a word. Aunt Sarah was industrious- 
ly knitting away on a long silk stocking, of 
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such generous proportions that her nieces were 
careful always to explain that it was not for 
them. Von Lindenfels and Betty were bend- 
ing together over a book, which she closed 
reluctantly as the two came in from the balcony. 

44 What did you come back for ? " she said, 
with a very real pout. " I was taking a Ger- 
man lesson." 

44 1 have been having a lesson too," said 
Lois, 44 from Mr. Prentiss. But I think I 
would rather learn German." 

44 From me ? " asked the Count softly, as she 
came near to lay her wrap on the table. 44 From 
me, nicht wahr ? " 
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LOIS was very quiet when they turned 
to retrace their steps, going back, how- 
ever, by the woods instead of the road, and 
Betty twitted her not a little on her silence. 

" I believe she is thinking up another poem," 
she said at last. " Do you know, Count, Lois 
writes poetry ? " . 

" Hush, Betty, hush ! " cried Lois, appeal- 
ingly. 

" Oh, but she does," laughed Betty, bent on 
mischief. " She makes up lines that rhyme 
and that have feet without legs to them, like 
centipedes ; so, of course, she 's a poet. And, 
Count, don't you want to hear ? Mr. Prentiss, 
of course you do. Here 's a poem she wrote 
last night about that daisy she told her fate 
by." ^ 

Lois gave a faint cry and sprang toward 
her, 

*7 
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" Betty ! Betty ! I thought I must have 
torn it up. I could n't find it this morning. 
Give it to me ! please ! Oh, Betty, do, do 
give it to me!" 

How could Betty withstand her ? Prentiss 
wondered. He would have given her the very 
soul out of his body had she asked him for it 
in that pleading tone and with such beseeching 
eyes. 

" Don't tease her, Miss Betty," he said 
bluntly. " We don't want to hear any thing 
she does n't want us to. It is n't fair to her." 

"Ach, mademoiselle, you have written a 
poem about yesterday, about the flower, can 
it be ? " asked the Count eagerly. " You will 
give us, give me, the great pleasure to hear it ? 
You will not deny me when I do pray it ? 
Mademoiselle, you will be so angel good ? " 

Lois hesitated and flushed deeply, looking 
up into his imploring eyes, her own full of 
conflicting emotions. The Count won. 

" Read it, then. I don't care," she said at 
last, and threw herself on the moss a little way 
off from them all, with her face turned away. 
Betty stood still where she was, pulling off 
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and tossing aside her gloves (was it because 
her hands were so pretty that she found that 
necessary?) and unfolding a small sheet of 
paper. She was conscious that she read well, 
and that the Count, whose eyes were riveted 
on her, and lost no movement of her round, 
pliant figure, as she stood before him in all her 
young prettiness, was taking in vastly more 
than just the sense of the lines. Prentiss 
found a comfortable seat for Aunt Sarah on 
the bank and stood near, looking fixedly at 
Lois, but not losing a word that Betty read. 

"You know," began Betty in explanation, 
"we tried our fates yesterday afternoon — just 
when you came up, Mr. Prentiss. My daisy 
was n't good for much, but it seems Lois had 
satisfactory luck, for this is what she wrote 
about it. She does n't say who it was named 
for, — you know one always names it for one's 
lover, — but of course we are free to guess. 
Now, listen." 

And in her sweet, soft voice, standing with 
her pretty head bent at its sauciest angle, her 
face framed like a picture in her flaring hat, 
and flushing a very little beneath the Count's 
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steady gaze, as every now and then she shot 
him a stealthy glance, which seemed to say it 
was she, not Lois, who spoke in those lines, 
Betty read : 

" DAISY-FATE. 

" Daisy, little daisy, growing 'mid the grasses, - 
Fairest of thy band, as a May-queen 'mid her lassies, 
Dost thou feel the sweet south wind ? dost thou hear 
it as it passes ? 

" Listen closely, daisy, zephyrs speak so low, 
And they bring thee tidings of something I must know : 
Some sweet secret thou must tell me, ere I let thee go. 

" Can'st thou whisper nothing, so demure thou art, 
With thy spotless garments and thy shining heart, 
And that little humble look, as of a saint apart ? 

" Wilt thou tell me nothing of thine own accord ? 
Dost thou guard thy knowledge as misers guard their 

hoard ? 
Unresponsive still and dumb, wilt not own me for thy 

lord? 

" Give me up thy secret ! Thou hast ears so fine, 
Thou can'st hear his heart-beats, for thou hast counted 

mine, 
And thou knowest if he love me, though he gives no 

si§n. 
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" Tell me quickly, daisy, — I am pitiless, — 
These thy pure white robes may prove a martyr's 

dress ; 
For I '11 tear thy secret from thee, be it No or Yes ! 

" Silent still ? O daisy, foolish little flower, 
Take thy last look upward. Thou art in my power, 
And shalt never meet again the sunshine or the shower. 

" Since thou wilt not speak, and since I cannot wait, 
Daisy, thou must die that I may learn my fate. 
What is one white daisy less ? He loves ?— or does he 
hate ? 

" Leaf by leaf, remorseless, — oh, cruel woman art, 
Reaching to the truth through the crushing of a heart • 
Loves ! He loves ! — But in my joy the daisy hath 
what part ? " 

Lois did not move when Betty's voice 
ceased. She sat with her head drooping still 
lower and a smile stealing to her lips. Had 
the daisy really known when it said "Beau- 
coup " yesterday ? The Count's eyes had said 
" Passtonement" 

Von Lindenfels, who had been leaning 
against a tree with folded arms, came forward 
and took the paper from Betty's hands. 

" AH that you read must sound like music," 
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he said softly as he did so, the action bringing 
him so near her he could speak without being 
overheard. " For your voice makes to me 
songs out of all words. And I want no other 
poetry but your face." 

His voice was so low, so musical, so irre- 
sistible as he spoke ! Surely he must mean 
what he said? Betty's heart gave a great, 
unexpected flutter. 

" Nonsense ; we are both flirting, * she said 
to herself. " We don't either of us mean any 
thing at all." She stooped and picked a daisy 
that grew near. " You shall have this to re- 
member the daisy song by," she said aloud. 
" I will put it in your buttonhole myself." 

And then, some strange impulse tempting 
her, she raised it to her lips, turning a vivid 
scarlet as she did so. It was very rare for 
Betty to blush, and the rich color, suddenly 
mantling her creamy cheeks, made her posi- 
tively beautiful for the moment ; but she felt 
that she was blushing, felt it like a hot tingle 
through all her veins, with an odd wonder at 
herself, and it confused her. 

" I cpuld not help kissing it," she murmured, 
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looking up at the Count with a diffidence as 
foreign to her usual self as the blush. " I love 
flowers. I could not let even a daisy go with- 
out a good-bye." 

.She was fastening the flower in his coat 
now, with fingers that absolutely trembled a 
little. What had come over her when she 
was only flirting as she had done since baby- 
hood, and when neither of them meant any 
thing at all ? 

" Ach, yes," said the Count. "Is it not 
so ? " And then he sang softly, softly, under 
his breath: 

" • Liebschen, ade. Scheiden thut Weh. 
Weil ich denn scheiden muss, 
So gieb mir einen Kuss ! 
Liebschen, ade. Scheiden thut Weh ! ' " 

Of course the words only referred to 'the 
flower she had kissed good-bye. She under- 
stood that perfectly. But the Count stood 
with his back to the others ; they could not 
see ; and he had laid his hand lightly, as he 
sang, upon the slender fingers, that, perhaps 
because he was so tall 4 and it was hard to 
reach, were so unwontedly slow and awkward 
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at their simple task ; and at his touch she drew 
back with a frightened start, half feigned, half 
real. 

" Roslein" he said, still very softly, "you 
fear me not. Ach, no ? " 

" I do," she murmured, moving still farther 
away, and looking up at him with a sort of 
trouble growing in her dark eyes. " I do. 
It 's very odd and — and uncomfortable, but — 
yes — I do. 

And then she broke off with a laugh (she 
must remember she was only flirting) and ran 
to Lois. 

" Lois, the Count has stolen your poem ; he 
likes it so much. You must get it back if you 
want it. I can't. I can't do any thing with 
him. He won't do any thing for me." 

Von Lindenfels, following, had time to give 
her one all-comprehensive glance, reproachful, 
tender, rebuking, adoring, — everything, in fact, 
that a single unaided glance can be, — before 
he turned to Lois. 

"You will give it me, will you not, made- 
moiselle ? " he asked earnestly, holding her 
poem pressed against his heart. " Is it too 
much to hope ? " 
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"You do not want it," said Lois, timidly. 
" What can it be to you ? Give it back to me, 
please ! " 

He put it in his pocket with a triumphant 
smile. " It is much to me. I shall have it for 
my Vergissmetnnicht. Only one thing it has 
not to make it perfect. One thing it said not. 
Of whom thought you when you wrote it ? " 

And his anxious look seemed to say his 
whole soul hung upon her answer. 

"Only the daisy knows," Lois replied, a 
little proudly. 

" But I may guess," asked Von Lindenfels, 
in .a low tone. "You will not forbid me to 
guess ? " 

" Yes, I do," said Lois, quickly. " I forbid 
it. You have no right to my secrets. Be- 
sides, there is nothing to guess." 

" Nothing ?"• sighed the Count. "Noth- 
ing ? You will not tell me always that there 
is nothing, will you ? " 

Lois sprang up and began walking on, al- 
most as if to escape him. But he kept by her 
side. 

" Ack 9 you think to run from me, but my 
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thoughts they follow you. They let you not 
away. I speak not if it trouble you. I keep 
silent if you desire ; but my heart, that you 
cannot bid be still. That speaks on." 

" Don't! Don't!" prayed Lois. "You 
must not speak so." 

" Why not ?" he asked. " Would you know 
not the truth ? " 

"Is it the truth?" questioned Lois in re- 
turn. 

They were a little in advance of the others, 
whom a bend of the road hid from sight. She 
stood still in her earnestness, lifting great, 
serious eyes to his — pure, true eyes, before 
which it seemed as if all falsehood must shrink. 

" Does any speak ever to you what is not 
truth ? " he said, and bent forward to take her 
hand. She drew it back very quietly and put 
it behind her, afraid of she knew not what, 
disturbed and perplexed, and unable to read 
his face. 

" At least we will never have any thing but 
truth between us, will we?" she replied. 
" Not now or ever." 

Her heart was beating quickly, though her 
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face was so calm and white, and she stood 
waiting for what he might say next, when the 
others appeared around the bend in the road. 
The Count made a gesture of despair. 

"They come. I may say nothing. But, 
mademoiselle, believe, my heart it speaks for- 
ever." 

"Are you waiting for us?" inquired Pren- 
tiss, as the three came up. " Now, that is nice 
of you." 

" No," answered Lois. "We<only stopped 
to talk." 

Yet his honest, true face seemed a sort of 
rest to her just when she felt so strangely puz- 
zled and troubled, and she found herself near- 
est him as they all walked on together. 

"I have n't had a chance to speak to you 
about those verses of yours," he said, kicking 
a dead branch out of Aunt Sarah's way. 

" Did you like them ? " asked Lois, indiffer- 
ently. 

" Well, as to that, I never was great on 
poetry, you know. Prose is more in my line. 
They seemed to jingle all right, but I suppose 
it takes more than that to make a poem, 
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What I wanted to say was, that I liked that 
idea in it that it was rough to get at what one 
wanted by putting another to pain. That s 
the right thing, Miss Lois. Keep to it 
Nothing is worth while having that hurts an- 
other in the getting — even if it 's the heart 
that is all the world to us," he added, more to 
himself than to her. 

Lois smiled. " I believe you do think so, 
Mr. Prentiss. I believe you would let every 
thing go, even your own happiness, if you 
thought it stood in any one's way, howeyer 
remotely." 

" Yes, of course I would, because no happi- 
ness could atone for causing others unhappi- 
ness. And I am glad you think so too. It 
is n't often that we seem to agree of late, Miss 
Lois." 

" We are so different," she said. " Did you 
ever see two people as different, Aunt Sarah ? " 

" But .you are different from everybody," 
answered Aunt Sarah, with a fond smile across 
Prentiss at her darling. " There is no one 
just like you, so fond of books and poetry, and 
so full of pretty dreams and fancies," 
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" Is n't there danger of being so over- full of 
dreams and poetry as to be unfitted for real 
things, and for mixing with prosy, ordinary 
people ? " asked Prentiss gently. 

" I can't help it," said Lois quickly. " I 
never shall like ordinary people. I never shall 
want to mix with them. I like culture and 
refinement. I like soft voices and gentle ways 
and cultivated minds. I like people that have 
read and travelled and thought, and that are 
fond of the beautiful, and have poetical and 
sympathetic hearts. I should like poets and 
artists and musicians, if I knew any; but I 
don't, and so in their place I like people that 
are poetical and artistic and musical — when I 
meet them. I can't help it." 

" But you are right in liking all that," an- 
swered Prentiss. " You are that yourself, and 
it is natural you should like your likeness. 
Only don't be led away to believe all are like 
you at heart who merely seem so. JMo amount 
of outward polish will stand the test if there % 
is nothing solid underneath. To put culture 
in the place of principles, and refinement in 
the place of truth, would be a sad mistake, 
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Miss Lois. Look at the real man, and don't 
pin your faith too closely to appearances." 

"You are thinking of Count von Linden- 
fels, I suppose," said Lois, diving headlong at 
the truth with a woman's illogical intuition. 

" Yes, I am. I am thinking of him, and of 
all these polished princes whom you may meet 
over here, beside whom you will look upon 
plain home-folk as peasants, maybe ; and I am 
dreading lest your fancy should lead you as 
far astray in judging of downright human char- 
acter, and weighing its respective merits and 
demerits, as my lack of fancy would lead me 
astray in judging of the true worth in art or 
literature. And, depend upon it, Miss Lois, 
your mistake would be the worse of the two 
to make. God keep you from it." 

Her heart misgave her as he spoke. His 
tone was so grave, so solemn even, she felt as 
if he were drawing away a veil from a mistake 
already made, rather than warning her from 
one to come. 

"Why do you frighten me so?" she said,* 
petulantly. " Why do you try to take all the 
beauty out of the beautiful, and say there is 
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nothing real but ugliness ? Why should not 
the most beautiful be the best and truest 
too?" 

"It should be, surely," he responded, "if 
there were perfection anywhere on earth. But 
I don't believe there is, Miss Lois. And it is 
because I would rather lose every vestige of 
your friendship than see so much as a shadow 
of sorrow come to you that perhaps my words 
might avert, that I risk offending you by warn- 
ing you against a false beauty which exists as 
surely as the real, and which your young, in- 
experienced eyes might so easily mistake. I 
dare say I put it very blunt and plain. I am 
sorry. I never wish so much for all that I 
lack as when I am talking with you, Miss 
Lois." 

" I don't quite see what you two are talking 
about," said Aunt Sarah, while Lois did not 
speak, keeping her eyes resolutely fixed on the 
ground, unwilling to meet his. " But of one 
thing I am very certain, Mr. Prentiss. Our 
Count is a real one. His name is in the Peer- 
- age, and Kreuzner says there is no doubt 
about it. He will warrant him." 
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Lois laughed — a soft laugh, that neverthe- 
less jarred on Prentiss strangely. 

"Yes, he is real enough," she said. "I do 
not know that he even needs Kreuzner's stamp 
to testify to his genuineness. There is no 
mistake whatever about the Count" 
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CHAPTER X. 

PERHAPS it is a foolish thing for a man 
to go four thousand miles to see the girl 
that every one knows he is in love with, when 
no one, not even the man himself, is . at all 
sure that the girl is in love with him. Un- 
doubtedly it was foolish, Ned Prentiss con- 
fessed to himself, and the indulging of his 
whim was likely to bring him more pain than 
pleasure in the end. Just the uncontrollable 
desire to see Lois once again had brought him 
all that long, tedious way, and they had quar- 
relled in their very first meeting, — quarrelled, 
too, for the first time in all their acquaintance. 
He thought it over carefully, always excusing 
Lois more and more, always more and more 
blaming himself. " We are so terribly differ- 
ent," he sighed ; " such a plain, blunt, com- 
monplace, matter-of-fact man as I must, of 
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course, grate on her, with her dainty ways, and 
her love of poetry, and all that is fine and 
unusual and impossible. I was very foolish 
ever to have taken her so into my heart. I 
am not suited to her, that 's the fact of it, and 
she feels it. She has finer sensibilities than I, 
and she sees my unsuitableness, where, stupid 
fellow that I am, I only see her sweet face, 
and feel that that is the one face in the world 
for me. I was a fool ever to let go of myself 
so, and it will be hard lines for me to give her 
up in the end, but there 's no help for it now. 
Will she or won't she, I 'm in for it, and must 
care for her till I die." 

Lois had been thinking it all over, too. 
That is, she had gone over the scene in her 
mind, and felt vexed with Prentiss because he 
had in a measure forced her to speak rudely, 
and rudeness was alien to her gentle, peace- 
loving nature. But she confessed that she had 
been rude, and promised herself to make it up 
to him by " being nice " to-morrow ; and then 
she dismissed him from her mind, or, rather, 
allowed him to be supplanted by pleasanter 
and more satisfactory thoughts of some one 
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else. There was always so much to think 
about after a talk with Von Lindenfels. It 
was not exactly what he said, or exactly what 
he did, or exactly the way he looked, but every 
thing together made it a very complex subject 
to unravel ; and long after Betty was slumber- 
ing peacefully on her pillow, Lois still sat in 
the window, with not so much as the first rib- 
bon loosened, thinking and thinking, with a 
sweet curve to her lips, and a soft light in her 
eyes, that made her most charming of all then 
when there was none to see. And when she 
had finally gone to bed, she could not sleep, 
but lay with wide-open eyes smiling softly in 
the dark, with all sorts of pretty fancies rhym- 
ing in her head, and setting themselves to 
music that could be sung ; till at last, just to 
be rid of them, she slipped out of bed and lit a 
candle and wrote them all down, with many a 
timid glance toward the other bed where Betty 
lay as soundly sleeping as a five-year-old inno- 
cent, not so much as dreaming a dream. 

She was a little late the next morning, but 
it did not matter. Betty never went out now 
before breakfast ; what was the good when 
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Ruprecht did not appear till twelve ? and 
Aunt Sarah had an escort quite to her mind 
in Ned Prentiss, who, though not so fine to 
look at as the Count, was g. great deal more 
home-like, and took vastly better care of her. 
He gave her his arm and walked her gently 
up and down, seeming to know just when she 
ought to rest, and which were the nicest seats ; 
and he held her parasol oveF her so kindly, 
that she did not mind at all when he knocked 
off her bonnet in bending hastily forward to 
lift his hat to an old bow-legged peasant in 
knee-breeches and blue stockings, who had 
gutterally wished them " Gutten Tag " as he 
jogged by their seat. 

" Now, that 's nice of the old chap," said 
Prentiss, trying awkwardly to set Aunt Sarah 
to rights, as he turned back and saw her 
struggling with her strings. " They all do it, 
I notice. I met an army of 'em this morning, 
men, women, and small fry, on their way to 
church, so far as I could make out what with 
my poor German and their dialect. Awfully 
ugly most of the women were, brown as 
Windsor soap, and wrinkled and glum, and 
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that stiff, flapping, black head-dress of net and 
ribbon does n't increase their beauty. But 
they all said good-morning in passing, till I 
really felt quite at home-with so many to wel- 
come me, and as if they were all good friends 
of mine." 

" They were going to early mass at Klos- 
terle, I suppose," said Aunt Sarah. " Kreuzner 
says it 's a holy day. He's taken it to go fish- 
ing in. It 's remarkable how many holidays 
there are over here. To-day is the Assump- 
tion of the Virgin." 

" Oh, is that it ? " said Prentiss, crooking 
one leg over the other with an eye to com- 
fort rather than grace. " Marien Himmelfahrt. 
That 's what they said. And all the women 
and girls had huge bouquets to lay on the 
altar. I thought first they were for sale, and 
tried to buy one for Miss Lois. I don't be- 
lieve she would have cared for it, however. 
They all had big bunches of onions tied up 
with them, and smelt queerly." 

"You- must have been up early," said Aunt 
Sarah, extricating the fringe of her shawl from 
his sleeve-button with a damaging pull. 
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" You are n't much like the young men over 
here. Kreuzner says the longer a man's title 
is the later he gets up in the morning. That 's 
what made him first suspect our Count was 
genuine." 

Prentiss rubbed his hand over his smooth, 
rosy face. "Yes, I took a long walk this 
morning," he said, ignoring Count and cour- 
ier alike. " Thought I would see what the 
country was like. Not much for farming, I 
should say. Too hilly for cattle. That 's why 
they keep them all locked up in the houses, 
I suppose. Queer places too. Cows and 
pigs all on the first floor, family on the sec- 
ond. I went in one, way off somewhere, 
thinking I might get a glass of milk. The 
place was neat enough, but smelt like a 
pig-sty, and the only soul in it was a small 
baby, sitting up solemnly in a cradle and 
cramming an old lead spoon down its mouth. 
Of course I did n't get any milk, but I left the 
infant a silver piece to suck, forlorn little soul. 
I thought that would taste better than the 
lead." 

" Gracious ! You did n't, did you ? " asked 
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Aunt Sarah, in alarm. " The child will swal- 
low it, of course, and choke to death." 

"Oh, not really, will it?" said Prentiss, 
much disturbed. " Perhaps I had better go 
back." And off he started at full speed, then 
as suddenly stopped, and came back laughing. 
" I forgot. The girl will take care of it. I 
found a girl lounging outside, I remember, 
knitting, and I gave her something to go in 
and look after the young one. I thought it 
too small to be left all alone like that, and I 
fancy she belonged there, anyhow. Shall we 
go on now ? " 

He gave her his arm again and they walked 
on, Aunt Sarah chatting in the most contented 
fashion, asking numberless questions about this 
one and that one at home, and the young man 
listening and answering with honest interest, 
and not that politely feigned substitute which 
is so often made to do duty for the real. She 
had n't enjoyed herself so much, she declared, 
since she did n't know when, and many a per- 
son gave a second glance back at the pleas- 
ant-faced, alert young fellow, paying such 
kindly attention to his not especially attractive 
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companion. /Disinterested gallantry to old 
maids is almost a guaranty of moral excel- 
lence, did young men but know it, which — 
alas for spinsterhood !— they usually do not. ) 
Lois joined them at last. Prentiss saw her 
coming, and his heart gave a great leap at 
sight of her, just as it had done the day be- 
fore when he found her in the forest plucking 
a daisy to pieces, all unconscious of his pres- 
ence. The very flower of maidenhood she 
seemed to him as she came toward them with 
her light, graceful step, clad in delicate sum- 
mer draperies. Who was he to put forth his. 
daring hand to so rare a blossom ? But it 
was her very unlikeness to him that drew him 
toward her. Her softness, her daintiness, all 
the little inborn graces of manner and speech 
so foreign to himself, were as half understood 
mysteries, holding him irresistibly captive with 
the magic of their charm. He did riot expect 
ever to comprehend her wholly. He was con- 
tent not to. She was beyond him, like many 
other things. He only wanted to love her, and 
to have the right to do so. And yet, last night 
he had quarrelled with her. What a brute he 
had been ! 
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He looked at her pleadingly as she came up, 
careless if all the world saw the yearning en- 
treaty of his eyes. " Forgive me," they said 
plainly ; and by her smile he saw that she had 
forgiven and forgotten too. 

That was a very happy day for Prentiss. 
The two girls devoted themselves to him all 
the morning, doing the honors of the place. 
They took him to the ugly little chapel, with 
its preposterous altars, where there was ser- 
vice whenever a minister unwarily turned up 
among the guests ; and to the reading-rooms, 
where there was an English paper every day 
that nobody read, and a circulating library 
that never circulated. And they took him to 
the Verkaufs — Halle, and made him buy a lot 
of useless rubbish that he had not room for in 
his trunk, to take home as presents to people 
that did not want them — curiously inlaid 
boxes conspicuously marked Rippolds Au, and 
carved wooden knick-knacks that for his life 
he could not tell the use of. And he broke 
a beautiful ivory fan in examining its delicate 
carving, and so had to buy that also ; and fi- 
nally ended by taking four little wagging 
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Swiss clocks in a lump, because the boy who 
sold them was hunch-backed and lame, and. 
he felt so sorry for him. There was a very 
pretty ivory card-case there too, that Betty 
admired so much he could not help getting it 
for her on the spot, just to remember his visit 
by, he said. He did not get any thing for Lois. 
Nothing there seemed pretty enough to him 
for her, nor would he have wished to offer 
her a gift. That would be like bribing her to 
love him, he thought. But when she chanced 
to admire any thing, he said at once to him- 
self : " If she is ever my wife she shall have 
something just like that, only a thousand times 
finer " ; and then took it up and examined it 
carefully,, so that, in after days, he might re- 
member what it had been — " if" ; and he laid 
it back again, always with a little sigh. 

But Lois was not thinking wholly of him 
even while she talked so pleasantly and natu- 
rally. She thought of him chiefly to compare 
him with the Count, and not a gaucherie es- 
caped her. She shrank almost visibly when 
he laughed, and startled him into blank silence 
once by saying suddenly to him in a distressed 
voice, " Oh, please talk lower ! " 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE KNIGHT OF THE BLACK FOREST. 113 

But Betty did not mind his ways one bit. 
After twelve o'clock he might remain Lois' 
undisputed property, but he was a very good 
makeshift until then, and she made him try 
all the games provided for the amusement of 
the guests and children. She even got him to 
swing her and to try the seesaw, and was in- 
censed because he beat her at the ring and 
the hook (the thought of allowing her the 
victory never occurring to his honest soul), 
and laughed at him till she cried for being so 
energetic with the suspended ball and the 
ninepins as accidentally to hit Aunt Sarah a 
whack with the ball, when she stood quite 
far off, never dreaming of danger. Then by 
noon the Count appeared, sauntering toward 
them with easy elegance, and with a couple 
of exquisite rosebuds in his hand, which later 
Prentiss noticed again, the one in Betty's 
belt, the other pinned in with the soft lace at 
Lois' fair throat, though he had not seen at 
all when the transfer, took place. Then they 
went and bowled till dinner-time, and he 
played with Lois and beat the others out- 
rageously, and knocked one of the pins plump 
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in two, and did not care a bit And at dinner 
Aunt Sarah had him go in with her party, and 
he sat the other side of Lois, and was supremely 
happy, even though the Count, who had long 
since changed his seat, was directly opposite 
and talked a great deal to her, and though his 
neighbor on the other hand was so very ugly an 
old woman and seemed to be so entirely desti- 
tute of friends that he felt chivalrously bound 
to entertain her to the best of his ability, and 
so quite devoted himself to her. 

" How badly he speaks German," Lois 
thought. " Not nearly so well as the Count 
speaks English. I wish he would n't talk so 
much to her." But glancing at the woman's 
ugly, brightened face, she took back the wish, 
and thought the better of Prentiss, until the 
Count made no end of fun of him after dinner, 
as they sat out under the trees, drinking their 
coffee and listening to the band. 

" I am surprised at your taste, monsieur ! 
To talk to — to — mein Gott ! — to that woman, 
when you could talk to mademoiselle ! " 

" When Miss Lois is an ugly old woman," 
said Prentiss, with a bright smile at her, "I 
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shall be very glad to talk to her in preference 
to the prettiest young lady in the world. But 
in the meantime, it 's hard on other old women 
to be left altogether in the cold." 

" I 'm going to take poison when I get old 
and ugly," said Betty, meditatively. " I don't 
think I could stand it." 

" Having me to talk to you ? " asked Prentiss, 
with a laugh that attracted a little boy from a 
neighboring table to stand near and gaze at 
him interestedly. 

" That would be an alleviation," said Betty. 
" But I mean being old and ugly. I could n't 
abide myself." 

" We Ve all got to grow old in time, never- 
theless," responded Prentiss, leaning back 
to make overtures of friendship to the small 
boy, whom in a few moments he had perched 
familiarly on his knee. 

" But not all can grow ugly," said the. Count, 
pointedly. " Some faces could not ever. Not 
ever." 

Did his glance rest on Lois, or Betty, or 
both? Prentiss did not see; he was busy 
mending the little boy's kite. He looked 
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up, however, presently from his work full 
at Lois. 

"No face can ever become any thing but 
still more beautiful to one who loves it," 
he said. 

" That 's why we all admire Aunt Sarah 
so much," said Betty, wickedly, in an under- 
tone, and the Count laughed and said some- 
thing back to her still lower, while pretending 
to stoop for her glove to the ground. 

They did not stay long on the terrace ; but 
in the short time they were there, Prentiss had 
made more friends by various unassuming 
kindnesses to little ones and older ones alike, 
and had exchanged more words with the other 
occupants of thfe place than the rest had done 
during their entire stay. Every one looked 
kindly at him, and if he was criticised at all, it 
was only in a friendly fashion, Lois felt sure. 
But, oh, how different he was from the hand- 
some, dignified, courtly Von Lindenfels, who 
was too much above the simple people here to 
mix with them as Prentiss did. The Count 
never forgot himself or his station. Lois liked 
that in him* 
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Later they all went for a walk, Prentiss insist- 
ing that Aunt Sarah should go too, and " not 
stay home alone to mope," although her going 
of course kept him by her side for the after- 
noon,, as he could not do less than give her his 
arm again. But he did not care. The walk 
was taken purposely for him, to show him 
the sights, and Lois, who generally walked 
on in front with the Count and Betty, would 
turn back faithfully to point out this and that : 
the quaint little wayside shrine; the oddly 
built houses, with their queer, bulging fronts, 
peering out from under their overhanging, 
thatched roofs, like so many small brown faces 
in huge poke-bonnets ; the views, which looked 
all alike to him (you could n't get much differ- 
ence out of just woods and hills and sky, 
all the time, he thought) ; the women work- 
ing in the fields like so many unglorified Maud 
Miillers ; the old church at Klosterle, with its 
statues and pictures, about all of which Lois 
had a great deal to say, though he did not 
care a button for any of them ; and the 
monastery near by. 

"And now you must see my water-fall/' 
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she said, with pretty pride, as if she owned 
it all and were graciously exhibiting her pos- 
sessions to her guests ; and she walked them 
farther down the road to where a little sil- 
ver thread of water — scarcely more than a 
thread it is — comes leaping lightly down a 
steep hill-side, where the pine shadows lie 
blackest and the greens grow densest. 

"See," she said, standing still and turning 
a bright, expectant face toward Prentiss, as 
he came soberly up- with Aunt Sarah on 
his arm; "is n't it lovely?" 

" What, that ? " cried Prentiss, first in sur- 
prise and then in intense amusement. " That ? 
Is that your water-fall ? that little ridiculous 
spout ? Bless my soul. Ha, ha, ha ! " 

Lois looked absolutely hurt. 

" But it is beautiful," she insisted. " Size 
is n't every thing. See how the wind catches 
it and blows it about like a white satin ribbon, 
and see what a long succession of pretty leaps 
it makes all the way down the hill, and how 
it gleams and shines like burnished silver 
among the green and the gray of the rocks 
and mosses. Oh, you must think it pretty. It 
is lovely," 
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" Well, perhaps it is," said Prentiss, trying 
hard to suppress his merriment in view of her 
earnestness. " The place is very well, indeed, 
very well, and I daresay the water is good 
and cold if one is thirsty ; but a water-fall I 
that little thin trickle a water-fall ! Oh, dear, 
dear, dear ! " 

He could not help it ; he tossed back his 
head and went off in a clear, ringing peal of 
laughter, in which Betty joined out of pure 
contagion, and even Aunt Sarah laughed 
faintly, sure there was some excellent joke 
which she had not qnite caught. 

Lois glanced at the Count appealingly. 

" You don't think my water-fall ridiculous, do 
you?" 

Von Lindenfels smiled down at her almost 
tenderly. 

" Mademoiselle, what is most beautiful in 
this world, that is meant only for the few peo- 
ple. The many people, they have not eyes to 
see nor to recognize. And this your little 
water-fall, it is for you and for me alone. That 
is enough. And I have picked for you a 
Vergissmein nickt from its banks ; see, like the 
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lord in the legend, is it not ? And we will not 
neither of us forget that we were here to- 
gether to-day, nicht wahr> mein liebes Kind / " 
Lois smiled through the little mist of vexa- 
tion that had sprung to her eyes. She was 
not annoyed, though mein liebes Kind, said by 
the Count in that tone, was a much greater 
liberty than Prentiss had taken in calling her 
simply Lois. But she only felt grateful to Von 
Lindenfels where she had been vexed with the 
other, and she took his flower, and said softly, 
No, she would not forget. 
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CHAPTER XL 

TWO weeks passed, and there were no 
more complaints from Betty about the 
monotony and dreariness of life in Rippolds 
Au. Some subtle change was coming over 
this light-hearted butterfly maiden. Her merry . 
moods alternated with freaks of most unusual 
quiet. She would stand still at the window and 
look out for ten minutes without speaking, not 
seeing any thingoutside, but positively thinking. 
What in the world could gay Betty ever be 
thinking about ? She grew prettier every day, 
yet somehow it was not the same little thought- 
less face it had been. Sunny and bright it 
was still, with its pretty dimples and its clear, 
laughing eyes ; but there was something besides 
laughter and sparkle in it now. It was hard 
to tell just what, yet there the inscrutable Some- 
thing was. 

m 
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Lois was changing, too, all as subtly. She 
was uneasy and restless and changeable, she 
who had never been known to have moods 
before, and there was a troubled look in her 
eyes so often now that it seemed as if it must 
be taking root in her heart. Prentiss watched 
her with anxious tenderness, though he said 
nothing. He was perfectly at home by this time 
in Rippolds Au. He had walked over all the 
surrounding country near and far, enjoying the 
exhilaration of the exercise and the purity and 
crispness of the air, even if the beauty of the 
scenery was lost upon him ; and he had driven 
with the rest to many of the pretty little neigh- 
boring villages, till Klosterle, Wolfach Freu- 
denstadt, Petersthal were become as household 
names to him. He had scrambled to' the top 
of the Kniebis for the view, and could not, for 
the life of him, be made to see any view when 
he got there ; it was just hills and woods and 
valleys all over again, he said. And he had 
been taken to Kastelstein, and had laughed 
over it till the woods rang. It was nothing in 
the world but a tolerable-sized rock, he pro- 
nounced it, with little rocks on top of it, like 
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snails on a bigger snail's back. Ha, ha, ha ! 
What a climb it was, to be sure, just to see a 
slimy old rock, that looked as if it had been 
set up on a shelf to drain off and dry ! 

There was many a farm-house around that 
he was familiar with, too, by now, as well as 
with its inmates, all of whom had the bright- 
est of greetings for him as he passed. He 
knew all about them, what they did and how 
they lived, getting at their confidence in some 
simple fashion of his own that seemed to inter- 
pret their jargon for him and render his own 
bad German equally intelligible to them ; and 
he quite bought out the toy department in 
the Verkaufshalle in behalf of the peasant 
children. Among the guests of Rippolds Au 
he was a general favorite. He knew them all, 
too, and seemed to divine at once which ones 
of those who spoke English Aunt Sarah would 
find most congenial, and in a short time had 
them chatting familiarly together, as if friends 
of a lifetime. Poor old Aunt Sarah blossomed 
out as a rose during his stay. He did not, to be 
sure, listen to her in the alarmingly deferential 
manner of the Count, which generally frightened 
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back her thought before she got it safely uttered ; 
and indeed he often made absolute fun of her, 
and would insist upon calling her Aunt Sarah, 
when he was not any manner of relation to her, 
and made her call him Ned, which she felt shy 
of doing ; but it was all in such a cheery, affec- 
tionate way that she could not have resented it 
if she had wished, which she did not in the 
least. What a stiff, unsocial time they had 
had before he came ! Now they lived in a 
little whirl of pleasant, harmless excitement. 
The people who had seemed so dreadful at 
table were each possessed of some individual 
good quality that either developed spontane- 
ously under Prentiss' genial influence, or that, 
lying latent before, then first came to the front. 
It was surprising how many really nice and inter- 
esting people there were in Rippolds Au, after 
all. No one, to be sure, could create young 
men out of old ones for Miss Betty to flirt 
with, but Prentiss seemed so personally grateful 
whenever she made herself agreeable to any of 
his old fogies, that she came to do it frequently, 
just to please him. And one evening when there 
was dancing in the large dining-hall, cleared ouf 
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and waxed for the purpose, she laughingly in- 
sisted that the very oldest and shakiest of them 
all, who had ensconced himself comfortably in 
a corner to look on, should get up and dance a 
polka with her, which he finally did with huge 
enjoyment, and a vim that nearly shook his 
ancient bones to pieces. Prentiss did not 
dance himself, being sure he should step on all 
the toes in the room at once if he tried it ; 
but he stood looking on in a cordial way that 
seemed to insure the evening's success. Lois 
danced a great deal, always with the Count, who 
would dance with no one but her and Betty ; but 
he only smiled at her as at the rest, without an 
apparent ray of jealousy. 

The Count made always one of their party 
now, as regularly as the day dawned, improving 
to the uttermost the time that remained to him 
before his departure. He expected his friends 
in a day or two, and then — as he informed 
Betty and Lois severally — the day would be as 
night to him, the sun would darken, and earth, 
which had been as heaven for a few short 
weeks, would become again a dreary-, desert. 
Only a few days more, thought Betty ; surely 
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he will say something before he goes. Surely 
it has grown to be something besides flirting 
to him now, as, as — But she never finished the 
sentence even to herself. She always went to 
the daisies to find out ; and something had 
gotten into the daisies ; they all said either un 
peu ox pas du tout, and she was provoked with 
them for being so stupid. 

Prentiss' time for leaving was also drawing 
near. Only two days more, and he was to bid 
good-bye to friendly Rippolds Au, and return 
with freshened energy to his work. 

" I see not how you endure such a life," said 
the Count, as the two walked leisurely up and 
down the promenade together late in the even- 
ing after the dancing ; "for me, business would 
kill me." 

" I presume it would," answered Prentiss, 
tilting his hat comfortably back on* his head 
and stepping the other side of Von Lindenfels 
to avoid the smoke of his cigar ; it was one of 
his oddities that he never could abide tobacco. 
" But you and I are different. You were born 
to possessions. I must create them." 

" Ach, mem Gott,ja" said the Count. "I 
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was born to a title, that is so. But with the 
possessions, that is something other. It was 
forgotten to have me born to them also." 

" But you are the eldest son, I believe," said 
Prentiss, less from curiosity than for something 
to say. " You are the heir." 

" Ja wohl y " said the Count again. " I get 
what there is, freiltcfi. Were it not so, I would 
have shot myself. But that is not much, not 
enough. In America you have big fortunes, 
very much money always, is it not so ? " 

Prentiss cast a quick glance toward him ; 
" Some times," he answered, laconically. 

" So am I told," continued the Count. " I 
was talking with that admirable scoundrel, that 
most clever old cheat, — you know him, ja ? — 
that inestimable Kreuzner, who travels with all 
the Americans, and he says they do have so 
much money they know not what to do with, 
that it is a sin not to help them to spend it. 
Oh, if one would know any thing, one must 
ask Kreuzner. This party he is with now, he 
says they are very nice to travel with, oh, very 
nice indeed, but they come not from the great 
cities ; they live not in New York, or Phila- 
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delphia, or San Francisco. Troy, — it is but a 
very little town, is it not ? Where is Troy ? " 

" It is where I live," said Prentiss, shortly. 

" So have I understood," pursued the Count, 
calmly. " And you are a good friend of them. 
You know them long. You desire to marry 
Miss Lois, as you call her. Nicht ? " 

Prentiss flushed a deep red. 

" I do not see that my wishes need enter 
into our conversation at all, nor the ladies 
either," 

" Very good, very good," said the Count, 
lighting another cigar. " I will with pleasure 
leave your wishes one side. But the ladies, 
they never like that one puts them to one side. 
And these two demoiselles, this Hebe and 
this Psyche, they are so spirituelle, so charm- 
ing, it makes my heart to rejoice if I but think 
of them." 

"Then I will leave you to think of them,*' 
said Prentiss, bluntly, turning away and barely 
lifting his hat. " I am going in. Good-night." 

" Kreuzner is the one for me," said the 
Count tranquilly to himself, pursuing his walk 
\yith an untroubled conscience. " He at least 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE KNIGHT OF THE BLACK FOREST. 1 29 

says as much as he knows, while this other 
one, he knows all, but will say not any thing. 
One more friedrick d'or to my friend Kreuz- 
ner, and I secure all the facts. But bah ! they 
spend all their money here. They have noth- 
ing left when they go home from Europe. It 
is the way, Kreuzner says, with Americans who 
live in the little towns. Schade, sckade. They 
should be heiresses. That would make it quite 
worth while. As it is, — na t — perhaps it is as 
well we leave things as they are." 

And flinging away his half-burnt cigar, the 
Count, with a glance up at a certain row of 
windows, where, however, he failed to see a 
slender figure kneeling behind the shielding 
blinds, went in, too, for the night, 
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CHAPTER XII. 

MISS LOIS," said Prentiss, abruptly, the 
afternoon before his intended depar- 
ture, as they were all out walking together, 
and were making one of their customary halts, 
"you are not tired, are you ? Won't you walk 
on with me a little way ? There is something 
I want to say to you." 

" Won't another time do as well ? " she asked. 
"Count von Lindenfels is just going to read 
us some of Heine's poems, and he reads so 
beautifully." 

"That will amuse them very well, then, 
while we are gone. They won't miss you. 
Please come. This may be my last chance to 
see you alone, for to-morrow we are all going 
on that drive to Wildsee, you know. Do 
please come," 

" But I don't want to," she replied, flushing. 
"lam tired." 
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* " That is not your reason. That is only an 
excuse. I must ask you to come, please." 

He took her hand and drew it through his 
arm. The Count looked up quickly with a 
meaning glance at her, which made her cheeks 
burn and her head droop, but Prentiss would 
not let her go. 

" We are going on a little farther," he said, 
simply. "You need not wait for us." 

And he marched her off before them all, 
followed by a low, rather impertinent little- 
laugh from the Count, and a curious look from 
Betty, who was, however, in no wise averse to 
the arrangement which left her virtually alone 
with Von Lindenfels, Aunt Sarah never count- 
ing for much of a restraint, especially as ' any 
particularly telling speeches between them 
were carefully interlarded in German, which 
the good old lady had thoughtfully neglected 
to learn. 

Prentiss did not speak till the winding path 
had carried them some distance, quite beyond 
sight or hearing of the rest. Then he dropped 
her arm and turned toward her. 

" Miss Lois, of course you know what I 
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have to say to you, and I am afraid that I 
know, too, what you will have to answer me. 
Yet I must say it." 

" Don't, don't ! " she interrupted him, clasp- 
ing her hands pleadingly, " Oh, please don't 
say it \ I would rather not" 

" I must say it," he answered firmly, but very 
gently. "You know of course why I came 
here. It can be no secret to you that I love 
you. But you have a right to expect that I 
should tell you in so many words before I go 
that I came to ask you if some day you could 
consent to become my wife." 

She looked at him with ey v es full of tears 
and shook her head. She could not speak. 

" I knew you would not give me any hope," 
he said. " I loved you too well not to know 
that you did not love me. But I could not 
leave you honorably without telling you how I 
feel toward you, and what my hopes have 
been. Lois, I love you more than all else in 
the world." 

" Oh, I know it, I know it," she whispered, 
and hid her face in her hands. 

" I do not know how to plead my cause," he 
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went on, a little unsteadily, " because your hap- 
piness is so much more to me than my own, that 
I want you to be happy only in what is the 
best way for you, not for me. We are as 
different, I know, as the day is from the night. 
Don't think that my unlikeness to you pre- 
vents my seeing it. I know how I must grate 
upon you sometimes, with your delicate, high- 
strung feelings. I am like a bit of ordinary, 
every-day prose beside you. But, Lois, if truth 
and honesty, and a will so to use my life as to 
be one of the real workers and helpers in the 
world, — a wish to be manly arid upright, strong 
of heart and clean of conscience before God 
and man, — if these can atone for lack of what 
you call grace and culture and refinement, — if 
these have any weight with you, Lois, in choos- 
ing whom you will take to yourself for better, 
for worse, not for a day or a year only, but for 
all your life to come, — then think a little before 
you send me quite away. I will not add think, 
too, of my love ; for mine will not be the only 
love in the world for you, as yours is the only 
love for me. There will be plenty besides me 
to love you, but I will not believe that any can 
love you better than I do, or few as truly." 
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She hesitated for one instant as he spoke. 
He was so good, so true, so safe. Could she ? 
Would it be possible ? She lifted her face 
from her hands and looked up at him. He 
was not very much taller than she. It was not 
far. But, as she looked, another face came in 
between them, — a handsomer face ; a face with 
more poetry, more romance, more passion. 
Prentiss saw her hesitation, her strange, doubt- 
ing look ; it seemed almost to him that he read 
her thoughts. 

" Lois," he said, " do you love me?" 

"No," she faltered. " Not as you love me. 
Not as you deserve to be loved. Not as I 
ought to love you if I became your wife." 

<f Do you think you could ever come to love 
me so?" he asked. "I would not take less 
than your whole heart, all that you have it in 
you ever to give ; but I would wait patiently, 
I would wait years, if you thought I might win 
such love at last Can you ever come to love 
me so, Lois ? " 

Again she hesitated. He stood so quietly 
before her, she did not guess how wildly the 
hope leaped up in his heart that perhaps after 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE KNIGNT OF THE BLACK FOREST. 1 35 

all he might still succeed. He did not speak, 
but watched her almost breathlessly. 

" No," she said at last, with great tears 
rolling slowly over her cheeks, and a look of 
such trouble on her face that for the instant 
he forgot the pain she was giving him, in sor- 
row at the distress he was causing her. " No." 
And then, as the other face, with all its beauty 
.and its ideality, seemed to stand out more dis- 
tinctly before her, she again covered her face 
with her hands, and whispered : " Oh, not 
ever!" 

There was a moment of utter silence be- 
tween them, though, all around, the woods were 
full of happy sounds : of birds singing to each 
other ; of leaves rustling in soft whispers ; of 
brooks babbling merrily across the mossy 
spaces. Prentiss spoke first. 

" Will you say good-bye, Lois ? " 

" You are going away ? now ? " 

" No, not till to-morrow, you know. But 
this is my real good-bye to you, my real good- 
bye to all that I came here for, all that I most 
want in life. Will you not give me your hand 
in good-bye? And would you mind calling 
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me Ned just this once ? I should so like to 
hear you say it once." 

<; O Ned, Ned ! " she cried, giving him both 
hands, with a burst of tears. " Forgive me ! " 

He took her hands gently and folded them 
closely together in his, looking down at her. 

" Forgive you ? " he said. " I have nothing 
to forgive. You did not try to make me love 
you. You could not help it that I did. You 
were not to blame. Good-bye, dear." 

He let go her hands and drew a long 
breath, moving away from her a little. Then 
he came quietly back and offered her his arm. 

" We will go back now, Miss Lois," he said, 
quite in his usual voice. "That was all I 
wanted to say to you." 

And she took his arm and went silently 
home with him, down through the beautiful 
Black Forest. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

YES, Betty w,as not at all sorry when Lois 
and Prentiss disappeared around the 
bend of the road. She remarked that it was 
a pity Lois should lose Heine, but she was 
nevertheless fully prepared for the Count's 
ready answer : " \iyou listen, is not that enough 
for Heine and for me ? " 

Betty smiled back at him brightly, and then 
she jumped up to see if Aunt Sarah was quite 
comfortable on the seat they had arranged for 
her, and whether she had her book and had 
not lost out the mark ; for she was reading 
"John Inglesant," and never could find the 
place when that hard-worked guide was miss- 
ing. And the Count came, too, in extreme 
of politeness, to arrange a parasol over her 
head, and did it so cleverly that when Betty 
and he returned to where she had thrown her 
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shawl on the moss as a rug, all that could be 
seen of good Aunt Sarah was a huge black 
silk dome, covering her like a mushroom. 

"Now for Heine," said Betty; and threw 
herself down, half-lying, with both round arms 
raised and clasped above her head, and her 
big hat tossed carelessly dowp beside her : 
she did not need it in this shady spot, where 
the bank rose up arbor-like behind them. 
And so the Count read to her; not in his 
usual dramatic, vivacious way, but in a low, 
slow, melodious, almost monotonous voice, 
though his eloquent glance ever and anon 
toward the charming little semi-recumbent 
figure beyond gave all the needed point to 
the words. It was just the voice and just the 
place to invite one to slumber, and before 
long there was no more rustle of turning pages 
from Aunt Sarah's sheltered nook, and pres- 
ently, slowly, slowly down came the book, 
slipping and sliding from her lap to the ground. 
The Count paused and looked up. Betty 
knelt forward and peeped in under the um- 
brella, turning back with a soft laugh, and 
her finger on her pretty lips. 
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" She is fast asleep, poor old auntie ! " 

"Then we must speak low not to waken 
her," said Von Lindenfels, considerately. a It 
was a long walk. A good sleep will refresh 
the dear lady. Sit here, — no, not so far, — 
sit more near, that we may read from the book 
together." 

Betty obeyed almost timidly, giving him a 
shy little glance. 

" So," said he, opening the volume and 
placing it in her lap. " Will you read ? Or"— 
and he leaned forward and closed it — " is it 
not better that we talk instead that we read, 
when I so soon go away, and we may talk no 
more ? " 

" Yes," answered Betty in a low voice. He 
looked down at her as she sat there by his 
side^ so young and sweet, her child head 
drooping, and a new curve to her mouth that 
was more winsome than any smile. How 
pretty she was ! 

" Roslein" he said (he always called her 
so now when they were alone, and she thought 
how much nicer it sounded than prim Ma- 
demoiselle !), — " Roslein, tell me, have you yet 
learned what my song means ? my 
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" ' R6slein, Roslein, R6slein roth, 
RSslein auf der Haiden ' ? " - 

A quick red dyed Betty's soft cheeks. She 
looked at him appealingly, and did not answer. 
Ah, poor little Betty ! She was not flirting 
any more. The play had all ceased ta be play 
with her. 

"Ach" said the Count. " You have learned^ 
it, too ; is it not so, my little flower ? Your 
heart has taught you its meaning, has it not, 
feines Liebchen ? " 

His tone was very low and caressing, and 
he stooped closer and took one of her little 
passive hands. She .trembled, but did not 
draw it away. 

" But you speak not," he continued, re- 
proachfully. " Do you fear ? We will speak 
so low, — there, I will come more near, so 
that we wake not the excellent aunt. R'6slein y 
tell me that it will grieve you that I go away. 
Tell me that you will miss me." 

He" was very near her now, so near that she 
felt his breath lightly stirring the silky curls 
on her forehead as he bent over her. The 
poor child looked up at him helplessly. "You 
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know it," she said simply, all her heart shining 
out at him undisguisedly in her eyes. Ah, 
poor, poor little Betty ! The pretending had 
all turned to earnest long since ; the mockery 
had grown to reality, and she could not play 
any more ; •she had suddenly forgotten how 
to be any thing but very real. A light shot 
into the Count's eyes. Was it love, or merely 
triumph? Was it joy at knowledge of an- 
swering love, or only a pleased sense of vic- 
tory over another yielding heart — a cruel 
sense of mastery over another weak woman- 
heart, struggling vainly to free itself from his 
power ? 

" Then you will miss me when I go ? " he 
murmured. " Say it only, Roslein! " % 

But, for all answer, two big tears welled 
over in her eyes and fell on the soft pink of 
her cheeks. 

"You weep?" he said " Ack, lieber Gott, 
you weep ? Is it for me ? " 

And suddenly he put his arm around her, 
and drew her close to him. 

" Liebchen" he whispered, " 4 Weil ick denn 
scheiden muss, so gieb mir einen Kussf ' " And 
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with the words he bent his handsome face to 
hers, and kissed her once, twice, three times, 
in quick, passionate succession. 

Startled as she was, she did not cry out or 
even struggle, but the color all fled from her 
face, leaving her ashen white. 

" Tell me, tell me," she whispered brokenly, 
as he lifted his head and looked at her, still 
smiling and holding her fast, " do you mean 
that you — that you — O Ruprecht, surely you 
cannot dare to kiss me unless you mean — only 
unless you mean " 

The stammering words failed her ; she could 
not read what the smile on his face might 
intend. She trembled violently, and, breaking 
from him, hid her face in her hands and burst 
into a storm of tears. He was by her side in 
a moment, and would have taken her in his 
arms again, and soothed her as one soothes a 
child ; but she would not let him touch her. 

" You frighten me, you frighten me ! " she 
sobbed. " You had no right to kiss me — un- 
less — unless " And the hot blood crim- 
soned brow and cheeks and neck. 

" Roslein? he said softly, and his voice 
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seemed sheer music, " weep not, Rosletn. Was 
it wrong? May I, too, not kiss my flower 
good-bye? Liebchen, willst du nzcht mehr 
horen ? " 

• As he spoke, there was a movement beneath 
the umbrella. Aunt Sarah was waking. In 
another moment she would see her- — Betty — 
standing there flushed and sobbing, and would 
ask what could have happened. It was not to 
be borne ; and, with a stifled cry, Betty 
caught up her hat, and, pulling it down closely 
over her face with both hands as she ran, she 
fled swiftly from the spot, never once stopping 
till she reached home, leaving the Count to 
explain with ready ingenuity to the dazed old 
lady, when she awakened sufficiently to know 
that she had been asleep, that Mademoiselle 
had a bad headache, but was not willing to 
wake her honored aunt, and so had gone back 
alone. But he had remained, he said, with the 
most greatest pleasure, to care for her, and he 
was very glad she had had so excellent a 
sleep. He hoped she was well rested, that 
she might keep strong for their drive to- 
morrow. 
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And then hfe offered his arm to poor old 
stumbling Aunt Sarah, with her watery eyes 
and humbly apologetic bearing, as if she were 
always asking pardon of the world at large 
for having so unexpectedly found herself in it, 
and told her, with an air of saying it to a prin- 
cess of the blood, how proud he was to have 
the honor of conducting her home. And 
frightened to death at thinking that a few 
moments before she had actually been sleep- 
ing in his august presence, keeping him wait- 
ing all for her, she took his proffered arm 
with grateful meekness ; and so they t too, went 
slowly and silently down through the beautiful 
great Black Forest, that hears and that keeps 
so many and many a secret. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

BETTY did not appear the next day until 
just as they were starting for their drive. 
They were to go to Wildsee, and Prentiss had 
ordered the little donkey-cart sent on ahead 
to meet them at the point where they must 
leave the carriage, to take Aunt Sarah up the 
mountain. This was his last day. Lois could 
not once forget it. But if he thought of it, he 
appeared quite as usual, frank and cheery, 
and with a bright word and thoughtful act for 
every one. 

They were all getting into the carriage, and 
Kreuzner was bustling officiously around with 
totally unnecessary shawls and umbrellas and 
water-proofs as a send-off, when Betty came 
down, very pale and subdued, but blushing 
vividly as she greeted the Count, who mur- 
mured a few words of concern for her head- 
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ache of yesterday, and held her hand tightly 
for an instant as he handed her into the car- 
riage. Prentiss was already on the box in the 
most awkward position possible, trying to com- 
mand a view of the road and of his party at 
the same time, and off they started. 

It was not a very long drive, but a very 
beautiful one, following the highway as far as 
Seebach, and there turning off and climbing 
up the mountains by a steep but smooth as- 
cent, every bend of the road affording some 
new glimpse into the picturesque ravine be- 
low, or some new grouping of the higher hills 
beyond. Both girls were very quiet. Betty's 
heart was full of a vague expectancy and 
dread. Surely, having said so much, Ruprecht 
must say more before he went, Surely he 
would not leave her so. How would he have 
dared to kiss her unless he loved her ? And 
if he loved her why did he not tell her so 
honorably, and ask her to be — to be — no, 
she could not say it quite out even in thought. 
Could it be he fancied her only flirting still ? 
She was only flirting at .first, and she had 
flirted horribly, outrageously ; she had allowed 
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him — had encouraged him — to go pretty far. 
But it was different now. He must see how 
different it was. She was not flirting now at 
all. She was not one of those girls who can 
let men kiss them and call that only flirting 
too. That is something else. That is either 
love, or — or it is very wrong, indeed. What 
had he meant by it all ? He, too, was only 
flirting at, first because she was ; they had both 
understood it very well ; but when she stopped, 
had he stopped too, or had he gone on as he 
had begun ? How could she tell ? 

She thought over one by one all her flirta- 
tions of the past, which somehow had always 
ended with love on the man's side, leaving 
her heart-free. Had it gone so hard with 
them then as it had with her now ? There 
was Tom Miller. He had thought she cared 
for him. He had been sure of it. She remem- 
bered how she had said he had no business 
to misunderstand her so. And Horace Wright. 
Oh, how angry he had been with her! He 
said she had led him on, and had trifled with 
him purposely, only to spoil his life in the 
end. He had really gone to the bad since, 
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but of course he must always have had it in 
him, anyway. She could n't be accountable 
for that. And Attis Aikman had been worse 
still ; he had just laughed in a horrid way 
when she refused him, and vowed he should 
never believe women again, since she had de- 
ceived him ; all women were vain, weak, faith- 
less coquettes like her ; she did not care how 
many hearts she broke ; all that women ever 
cared for was to count up their victims .and 
m;ake sure that they had twenty where the 
girl next door had ten, or ten where she had 
five. Did all girls have such dreadful times 
with their lovers, and have to listen to such 
dreadful things ? Ah, there was poor Charlie 
Waterman ; he had not blamed her or said 
one word ; but that had been worst of all. 
She had never thought he would mind it 
much, he seemed so gentle always, almost too 
gentle for a man ; and it had been so nice to 
carry on a little with him, sure that, whatever 
she did, he would never go too far. And then, 
when the end came and she had told him, just 
as she had told all the rest, that she was so 
sorry, and that she liked him ever and ever so 
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much, but that — oh, no ! — she did not love him 
at all, he had just looked at her, and she saw 
that she had hurt him cruelly, right down to 
his trusting, womanish heart. She had felt 
really sorry for him, as sorry as she had said 
she was, and had cried a little about it after- 
ward. Charlie died later of a fever, not, of 
course, of disappointed love. Only, when he 
died, she cried again about it a little. And 
after she had thrown over that great idiot, 
Jake Wryburn, though she knew she could 
never marry him, — not if he were the only 
man in the world, — yet she could not help 
coaxing him back to her side from time to 
time, just to brighten him up a little, and — 
well, yes, also just a little bit perhaps for the 
sake of keeping him from going right off to 
that odious Mary Poole, who was so dead in 
love with him, and just the one for him, every- 
body said, — as if a girl with such preposter- 
ously red hair could ever make any one a good 
wife ! But if Mary had really cared for him, 
why then, when Betty in her foolish play that 
" did n't mean any thing " had kept him from 
her, poor Mary, in spite of her red hair and 
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her big ears, must have felt something as 
Betty was feeling now, — not, of course, quite 
the same, for that stupid Jake was not for a 
moment to compare with the Count ; but still, 
Betty confessed to herself in her new-born 
honesty, Mary might not have felt nearly so 
badly, and have had a very uncomfortably 
sore heart all the same. Betty's face grew 
very sober as she thought it all over, Every- 
body had always called her a little flirt, and 
she had not minded it a bit, and had called 
herself so too ; she always had been honest 
enough about it, and never had pretended to 
be any thing else ; it was only the men that 
were in love with her who had not believed 
that she was one — till the end. And was it 
so with the Count now ? Was he only a flirt, 
too, just as she had been, and did not he mean 
any thing more than she had always meant ? 
Oh, it was cruel, cruel ! How could men be 
so heartless, and think only of their own pass- 
ing amusement, and nothing of others' pain ! 
And then her conscience rose up and stared 
her in the face, and she felt that she had de- 
served it all, and had not even the right to cry 
out at her own distress, 
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And Lois, too, had her trouble. Ned Pren- 
tiss was going away that evening ; , she was 
sending him off, and he loved her. He had 
said his was not the only love she would have, 
that there would be others to love her too. 
Perhaps. Do not most women have many 
lovers ? But all lovers are not alike, and had 
she chosen wisely in throwing this love away ? 
Was she steeling her heart against the better 
love, for sake of a less worthy one ? Were a 
tongue skilled in soft speech, and eyes that 
said what they would, better than truth so 
true that it sometimes wounded? Was a 
perfect face always the sign of a perfect heart ? 
Was a love of the beautiful and the ideal all 
that was needed to help one bear life's bur- 
dens ? Was not the love that would humbly 
stoop to pluck out a thorn from one's foot 
truer than a love that, while noting the least 
beauties by the way, led one limping over 
stones and thorns alike ? No one would ever 
love Ker better than Ned loved her. She did 
not question that She only questioned 
whether she had answered rightly, — whether 
she was not throwing away as valueless what 
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she might some day find had been a priceless 
good, — whether she did not, after all, love him 
perhaps better than she had owned. She 
watched him all day stealthily. Not a word, 
not an act, was lost upon her ; while he, quite 
unconscious of her scrutiny, did and said ex- 
actly what he would have said and done had 
she been miles away. It was not Von Linden- 
fels, but Prentiss, she noticed, who spoke so 
cheerily to the little peasant children trudging 
along wearily by the side of their own slow- 
stepping horses up the hill. Von Lindenfels 
had pointed out how pretty one child was, 
and how artistically another's dress — the red 
skirt, high bodice, white sleeves, and blue 
neckerchief — blended with the sombre road- 
side coloring ; but it was Prentiss who be- 
thought him to make the little ones put their 
lumbering, heavy pickaxes on the carriage, 
and rest their aching shoulders till the dividing 
ways obliged them to resume their load. And 
when they had left the carriage and were 
walking up the steep path, it was Prentiss 
who, no matter with whom he was or what he 
was saying, never for an instant forgot Aunt 
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Sarah in her little jolty donkey-cart It was 
he who always saw the stone to be avoided, or 
the rut that needed a helping hand to smooth 
it beneath the wheels, or where the donkey 
was a trifle nearer the edge of the road than 
might be pleasant to Aunt Sarah's timid 
nerves. And then when they came to a tree 
which had fallen plump across the path, and 
the Count said they must go back, there being 
no possibility of getting the cart by with a 
precipice on one side and a perpendicular 
bank on the other, Prentiss went silently to 
work, and somehow *or other crushed out a 
sort of way by the side, along which Von Lin- 
denfels escorted first Betty and then Lois 
gallantly enough, and stood watching and 
mocking as the donkey scftimbled clumsily 
after with the tiny, empty wagon. And when 
Aunt Sarah grew suddenly so foolishly afraid 
to follow, and was sure she should stumble on 
the rocks or sprain her foot, and begged them 
all to go on and leave her, it was Prentiss who 
hurried back and caught the old lady right up 
in his strong arms and carried her oven, with 
never a thought of hpw ridiculous he looked, 
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staggering along the rough path with his tall, 
thin, remonstrative burden. Then only a 
little farther up they came to just such another 
fallen tree still more hopelessly blocking the 
passage ; and this time the Count said they 
would really have to give up trying to pass on 
farther with the cart. The donkey could 
creep under the tree well enough, but not with 
the wagon, and Aunt Sarah had better sit 
there and wait for them. She would have the 
donkey-boy to keep her company. And again 
it was Prentiss who cheerily insisted that there 
was no trouble at all, and who had the donkey 
promptly unharnessed and induced him to 
crawl under the tree to the other side, and 
then by pulling and pushing and hauling and 
cheering, just by main perseverance and will, 
it seemed to Lois, got the cart safely over the 
huge trunk, too, and helped the boy reharness 
the donkey, all while the Count stood idly 
by, a most amused and skeptical observer. 
Lois wondered why he did not offer to help. 
With his tall, finely proportioned figure, he 
looked fully as strong as Ned. Could it be 
Ned was the more truly gallant of the two ? 
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They reached the Wildsee at last : a wee 
little sheet of water nestled in closely among 
the hills as if hiding itself away to sleep. 

" A pond ! Just a duck pond ! " cried Pren- 
tiss. " Not big enough to float a toy boat ! 
And this they call Wildsee ! Well, I declare ! 
Oh, ye shades of the mighty ! " 

The Count shrugged his shoulders and 
turned to Lois. " Mademoiselle, you are 
not disappointed in it ? " 

No, indeed, she was not. She saw the 
beauty of it all — the great, dark, blue-green 
trees above, tall and funereal, the fern-tangled 
banks, the clear sapphire blue of the placid little 
lake, lying there calm and unruffled, as if in an 
enchanted dream of floating lights and shad- 
ows. 

" It is perfect ! " she said. " But of course 
all cannot care for the same things. It is not 
strange that what one likes another should see 
no beauty in. It would be a tame world that 
all eyes saw alike." 

"It may be," said Von Lindenfels ; "but 
there is never happiness for me if the heart 
I love beats not with mine, pulse for pulse. 
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All its pleasures must be my pleasures, its 
pains my pains. Where there is not true sym- 
pathy, there can love be never." 

Betty and Prentiss had started a match 
at skipping stones. Aunt Sarah sat con- 
tentedly near by. The Count and Lois were 
quite alone as they continued their walk 
around the Wildsee. Lois looked thought- 
fully out over the little lake. 

" No," she answered at last ; " I suppose 
there cannot be. There should, of course, be 
real sympathy before there could be real love. 
The only question is, what is real sympathy ? " 

" Ach, Mademoiselle, * can you ask that? 
Have you not found it ? " 

" I do not know," she said slowly. "How can 
I tell if I have found it, till I know what it is ? " 
And she raised her eyes to his, full of the 
trouble that she had been so long in solving. 

" Real sympathy ? " said Von Lindenfels, in 
the low voice which had so peculiar a charm. 
" Real sympathy, — is not that what I give 
you ? " 

" Do you give it to me ? " said Lois, search- 
ingly. "In all things ? In what is best ; as well 
as in what is beautiful ? " 
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" Yes, in all things." 

His whole soul was in his eyes, apparently as 
he looked down at her. What was it that she 
read there besides what he wished her to read ? 
There was no coquetry in her steady gaze. 
Her eyes were very clear and truthful, and 
wholly earnest. 

" No, not in all things, Count von Linden- 
fels," she said gently, with a little sad smile 
that seemed to ask his forgiveness for reading 
him so truly. " Not in all things. Only in 
what is beautiful." 

" And what is best if not what is beautiful ? " 
he asked, triumphantly. 

Lois shook her head with a dreary sense of 
not being able to answer. Had she not spoken 
just so to Prentiss only a few days since ? 

" I do not know," she said again. " But 
what is right does not always seem beautiful, 
even though it ought to. Duties are often 
ugly enough." 

" Duties ? " broke in the Count, with a 
laugh. " We are not talking of duties, you 
and I, Mademoiselle. Leave those for old 
women, who need no prettier words. They 
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fit not lips like yours. We were talking of 
sympathy, is it not so ? And of that which 
follows S9 close, so near." 

" But sympathy must extend to duties, 
or there is no real sympathy between any 
two," Lois persisted ; " for life is all made up 
of duties — duties toward one's self and duties 
toward others." 

" Then you have a duty also toward me, 
that you confess," said the Count, skilfully 
drawing her away from the stupid topic. 
"And your duty to me, I see it very plain. 
It is to be kind, most kind to-day, because we 
so soon part, and to tell me some little word 
that I may shut up warm in my heart to re- 
joice me when I am far away, and do long for 
you with all my life and soul. Mein Kind, 
mein liebes Kind, hast thou no such word for 
me?" 

" Yes," she said, after a pause, looking sud- 
denly up at him in a strange way, " I have." 

" Ach^ he exclaimed, springing toward her, 
"you have? You will make my poor heart 
glad, even although it later must break in 
its good-bye ? Mein Kind, spreche nur / " 
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Lois drew back. Her eyes were moist and 
shining. 

" I want to ask you just this on§ thing," 
she said, — "to be true always, always, in all 
that you say and do, true in all things, true 
from your very heart." 

The Count looked at her uncertainly. What 
did she mean ? 

"I understand not," he said, hesitatingly. 
" Is it that you doubt my truth ? Is it you can 
think that my heart is not true, that it will not 
always be true, even though I must go ? " 

" Yes," she said very clearly, though her 
voice shook a little, " that is what I mean, 
Count von Lindenfels ; that you are not true, 
that you would not be true to any one woman. 
You may be all else, but you are not true." 

" Mademoiselle ! Mademoiselle ! " he cried, 
hotly coloring furiously over all his handsome, 
high-born face, " you say this to me ! Gott in 
Himmely do I hear it ! You do mistake me. 
Could you only read in my heart, — could you 
know " 

Lois put out her hand to silence him. 
" Please ! please ! " she implored, growing 
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pale, but not once faltering. " Do not be 
angry with me. It hurt me to say it, but 
I felt I must. And now you will under- 
stand that you are not ever to spealc so to 
me again. And perhaps in the future you will 
not speak so again to any other woman either, 
except only when you mean it all in earnest, 
and not in play. Is it not late ? Come, we 
must find the others. It is time we went 
home." 

And she passed him by, and went on. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE trip back from the Wildsee was 
accomplished, as all down-hill journeys 
are, moral or physical, in a far shorter time 
than it took for the ascent, and, as by mutual 
agreement, it was a very quiet one. Betty's 
heart was full to overflowing. The Count had 
walked all the way down with her, and there 
had been a few tenderly ambiguous sentences 
on his part, and he had called her back just as 
they were reentering the carriage, to give her 
a daisy, with a glance that might mean every 
thing or nothing. But that was all. Could it 
be he was never going to say more ? 

It was already late when they reached Rip- 
pojds Au, and Prentiss had but a few moments 
before he was to leave with the stage. A large 
open travelling-carriage, with luggage piled up 
behind, and four horses attached, and footmen 
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and liveried servants lounging around in extra- 
ordinary multiplicity, stood waiting near their 
house as they drove up. Kreuzner came 
hurrying forward to meet them, bristling 
with impatience. 

" Herr Graf, your friends have arrive. They 
did come just so soon as you were gone. They 
wait for you upstairs. Herr von Reichel like 
it not at all that he wait so long, and the ladies, 
they think you never come." 

"So, so, they have come?" exclaimed the 
Count. " I expected them not till to-morrow. 
I must seek them immediately. Mr. Prentiss, 
I will say good-bye, in case I see you not 
again." 

The gentlemen shook hands ; the Count 
disappeared, lifting his hat with his most cour- 
teous bow, and Prentiss followed the ladies to 
their parlor, bringing up the remainder of the 
shawls that everybody else had overlooked. 

" I suppose I must say good-bye now my- 
self," he said, consulting his watch, with a 
scarcely audible sigh. " Thank you all very 
much for all your kindness to me ; I shall not 
forget it. I hope you will have a pleasant 
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time in Europe, and not get overdone with 
the shows. I shall see you, of course, when 
you return." 

" How we shall miss you ! " said Aunt Sarah, 
holding his hand affectionately in her weak 
grasp, with a friendly moisture about her eyes. 
" I don't know what we shall do without you." 

"Oh, you 11 get along all right," he- an- 
swered in his cheeriest, most matter-of-fact 
tone. " You 11 be starting off on your travels 
so soon yourselves that you won't have time to 
be lonely here. Take care of yourself, and 
don't let Kreuzner cheat your soul out of your 
body, or let Miss Loi£ do too many cathedrals. 
Good-bye, Aunt Sarah. I know you 11 not be- 
grudge me a kiss this time. Good-bye, Miss 
Betty. Good-bye, Miss Lois." 

And he was gone. 

" Let 's come to the balcony and wave him 
off," said Betty, dragging Lois with her. 
"There 's the stage now at the farther 
door. How plebeian it looks by the side of 
this gorgeous turn-out of the Count's friends ! 
Does n't it ? There 's the porter with Ned's 
valise. And there 's Ned himself. See ! " 
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There he was, to be sure, shaking hands 
with half of Rippolds Au, as it seemed, so 
many crowded up around him in the hearty 
German fashion to wish him bon voyage, all the 
children flocking up, too, for a vociferous fare- 
well. 

"And now he 's off," said Betty. " There 
he is on the top of the stage. He 's looking 
back at us. He's waving his hat. Lois, do 
you see ? Good-bye, good-bye ! " 

Lois did see, indeed, gazing after him so 
long as the stage was in sight with swimming 
eyes, though with head held proudly erect, and 
a dull pain tugging at her heart, that no one 
could see or know. 

" Dear old Ned, I 'm sorry he 's gone," said 
Betty. " You need n't have been so unkind to 
him, Lois, Oh, look ! the carriage is drawing 
up to the door here, and they Ye bringing 
out — oh, can it be? — yes — there 's a Von 
and an L — it must be the Count's things ! 
Lois, they can't be all going away to-night, 
can they ? They can't be going to take away 
Ruprecht to-night, can they ? Lois ! Lois ! " 

The poor child caught her cousin's hand 
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imploringly, turning dark, frightened, eyes 
upon her. 

" Hush ! " said Lois, closing her hand on 
Betty's, with an almost passionate tenderness 
for her in her trouble. . " Hush, dear ! Here 
is Kreuzner." 

Kreuzner in truth was close upon theni, his 
benevolent countenance radiant with the pleas- 
ure of having so much news to tell. 

" You are out there, ladees ! That is goot. 
I come to tell you to look out and see the 
fine carriage. Herr von Reichel he travels as 
a prince. Hehas so much money he can do 
just what he likes. I know his waiting-man 
for many years — Fritz ; you see him there 
with the Herr Graf's luggage. Oh, a fine 
time we did have this afternoon, packing it 
up to have it ready till he get back, Herr von 
Reichel was in such haste to be off. So I did 
help Fritz. I never refuse when I can help 
everybody. I am too amiable. It is my fault. 
And such clothes, ladees ! Such fineries I 
never did see ! He is a very extravagant 
lord, this Graf von Lindenfels, and that is 
why he must marry rich. Fritz telled me all 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



1 66 THE KNIGHT OF THE BLACK FOREST. 

about it. I always find out every thing. And, 
that is why he is to marry with Fraulein Wil- 
helmina von Reichel. You shall see her soon. 
She is not handsome at all, no ; but she is 
extraordinary rich, and that is still more better. 
It was one grand betrothal, such as one never 
had before nowhere, Fritz say, and they shall 
be married this November. Oh, these hand- 
some lords they always lucky. They gets all 
the pretty ladees' smiles and all the ugly ladees' 
gold. And Fraulein Wilhelmina, she so glad 
to see her Graf again she not let him go from 
her side — no, not for a moment ; and the Herr 
Graf, he see me just now as I did accidentally 
pass the door-crack (I thought I should have 
one goot look at her before she go), and he 
called to me, and make believed he settle some 
bill with me, and give me his card private-like 
for you all, — there it is, mees, — and did say : 
' Tell the ladees that it break my heart that 
I cannot go to say them good-bye, but the 
gnddzges Fraulein she let me not out of her 
eyes. But you take them good-bye for me, 
my goot fellow, my excellent, fine Kreuzner 
(ach y der Graf, he always have a polite word 
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for me ; he esteem me always very high !), 
and tell them I forget them not, never ! ' Ach, 
die Herrschaften / they come ! I must go 
make my adieiix to Fritz." 

" Betty, Betty, darling ! " whispered Lois in 
terror. The child was white as a sheet, and 
shaking from head to foot. " Betty, darling, 
try not to show it. Try to look up, just till 
he is gone ! " 

There was a great hurrying to and fro of 
officials and servants and hostlers below ; a 
cracking of whips ; a shouting and a calling, 
and a deal of aimless bustle and confusion, 
in the midst of which a little, consequential, 
cross-looking man hurried out of the house 
and sprang into the carriage, first handing in 
a rather subdued-looking elderly lady and a 
younger one, who, even in that quick glance, 
showed as eminently haughty and aristocratic 
of bearing as she was plain of feature. The 
Count followed quickly, with head thrown 
back and a perfectly expressionless face as he 
passed through the line of bowing officials, 
and cast a swift glance around and then up 
at their balcony, as he took his seat by the 
Fraulein. 
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" Betty, Betty I" whispered Lois again. 

The Count saw them, and instantly rose to 
his feet and stood, taking off his hat. There 
was no lack of expression in his face now. 
The horses were whipped iip ; the carriage 
was moving away. 

Little Betty made one supreme effort. The 
blood rushed hack to her face, transforming 
her into a brilliant, laughing beauty. Was it 
possible this was the same Betty of a moment 
ago ? She bent over the balcony, nodding 
her pretty head merrily and waving her little 
hand to him saucily as he stood up, straight 
and handsome, with bared head. And then, 
just as the carriage drove off, she leaned far- 
ther forward still, plucked his daisy from her 
belt, and threw it full at him with a light, 
ringing laugh. It fell close beside him. He 
caught it up, kissed it, waved his hat, and was 
whirled off around the house out of sight. 

" He is gone," said Betty, laughing still, but 
hysterically now, and turning to Lois, who 
had bowed her good-bye with such graceful 
indifference. " Lois, he is gone, too, — our 
knight, our knight ! " 
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" No," answered Lois very softly, and draw- 
ing Betty closely to her. " No, dear. This .j 
one was false. We will forget him. The 
other was the knight, Betty. It was Ned 
Prentiss who was the real knight of the 
Black Forest." 



THE END. 
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See also list of the Knickerbocker Series of American Novels. 
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sellers. 

G. P. PUTNAM'S SONS, Publishers, New York. 
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are thoroughly dramatic."— Pall M all Gazette. 
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Observer. 

15. Abbe Constantine. By Ludovic Halevy. From the 20th edi- 

tion, by Emily N. Hazen. 

44 The healthiest and most wholesome French novel since M. A bout's ' Roman d' 
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18. King Capital. By William Sime. 
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deal of racy vigor. . . . Contains many clever touches of description. . . . 
A book to be recommended." — London Athenaum. 
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